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TTOW  oft  through  maze  and  wilderness  of  Art- 
Through  regal  and  imperial  galleries — 
The  traveller  roams  for  half  a  summer's  day, 
Vacant  and  listless  ;  looking  with  strained  eyes 
At  landscapes  worthy  of  Salvator's  hand, 
At  sweet  Madonnas  such  as  Guido  loved, 
Or  on  such  eloquent  portraits,  spirit-eyed, 
As  great  Vandyke  or  Eubens  might  have  drawn. 
Yet  though  he  looks,  he  sees  not,  save  a  crowd 
Blent  as  the  sands  on  shore,  or  leaves  in  wold  ; 
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Then  sudden,  by  a  flash,  his  careless  will 

And  wandering  faculties  are  seized  and  fixed 

By  some  sweet  face,  where  Love  and  Sorrow  strive 

Which  of  the  two  shall  sanctify  it  most ; 

Or  by  some  ruder  lineament  of  ma.., 

With  power,  and  purpose,  and  relentless  Fate, 

Seamed  in  each  shaggy  furrow  of  the  brow. 

Then  is  he  conquered — spell-bound — held  in  thrall- 

Until  he  throbs  with  inward  sympathy, 

And  knows  them  human,  as  he  knows  himself, 

By  the  fine  fascination  that  he  feels : — 

They  challenge  him  to  pass  them,  if  he  dare. 

And  look  upon  him  with  mute,  eloquent  eyes, 

That  seem  to  say,  "  Come,  read  our  mystery  1" 

Their  glances  follow  him  where'er  he  goes; 

And  so  he  stands,  spell-bound,  to  give  them  back 

Keen  inquisition,  and  a  stare  for  stare. 

He  reads  whole  histories  in  their  painted  orbs,    a 
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And  looks  into  the  chambers  of  their  house, 
And  saith,  "  This  woman  loved,  and  suffered  much," 
Or,  "  This  man's  pride  was  wounded  to  the  quick 
In  the  fierce  hates  and  battles  of  the  world ; — 
This  was  pre-doomed  to  Misery  as  his  dower !" 
Or,  "  this  died  young — I  see  it  in  her  eyes." 
He  holds  communion  with  them  on  the  wall, 
And  knows  them  better  than  his  living  friends. 
Oh,  wondrous  Art !  more  wondrous  Sympathy  ! 
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.\ 


Such  picture  saw  I  in  an  ancient  hall — 
The  portrait  of  a  lady  with  dark  hair. 
And  deep  dark  eyes,  with  lightnings  in  their  depths  ; 
And  lips  that  seemed  to  quiver  with  a  grief 
That  Death  itself  was  impotent  to  hide. 


The  picture  haunted  me — possessed  me  quite, 
Like  some  sweet  tune,  bewildered  in  the  brain, 


T 


Pi 


12 


A  MAN'S   HEA^T. 


That  will  not  pass,  though  we  should  thrust  it  out ; 

A  present  spirit  never  to  be  laid 

In  the  far  oceans  of  forgetfulness 

By  any  magic,  or  adjuring  word 

Until  its  time  ;  when  as  it  came — it  goes — 

Strong  in  itself,  defiant  of  our  will. 


The  spirit  spake  to  me  ;  the  likeness  breathed ; 
I  knew  the  lady  and  her  inmost  soul ; 
Saw  her  heart's  mystery  clearer  than  my  own. 
Listen,  and  you  shall  learn  it  as  I  learned  : 
A  tale  of  Love  and  Sorrow, — Sorrow  and  Love. 
When  shall  these  twain  be  parted  ? — Nevermore ! 
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JTWAS  May— sweet  May— the  jocund  English  May- 
May,  growing  buxom  in  the  breath  of  June, 
When,  'mid  the  grass  besprent  through  all  its  green 
With  gold  and  silver,— gold,  the  buttercups; 
And  silver,  bossed  with  gold,  and  tipped  with  pink, 

The  bounteous  daisies,  jewels  of  the  poor, 

Four  sweeter  blossoms  of  the  teeming  earth, 
Flow'rets  of  human  kind,  God's  noblest  gifts, 
Sported-in  sunshine,  in  the  chequered  glades 
Of  Erlwooa  rark— a  joyous  company. 
Blithe  as  the  birds,  and  fresh  as  morning  dews. 
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Two  of  the  four  were  twins,  and  nine  years  old — 
Dissevered  cherries  from  the  selfsame  stalk, 
And  like  as  cherries  to  a  stranger's  eye. 
They  chased  the  butterfly  ;  they  clomb  the  trees  ; 
They  leaped  the  running  stream,  or  lay  them  down 
With  skyward  faces,  shaded  by  their  arms. 
Weary  and  spent  with  frolic  that  had  passed. 
Eager  and  ripe  for  frolic  yet  to  come. 

Apart,  their  sister,  seven  sweet  summers  young, 
Sat  pleased  and  happy  underneath  a  thorn, 
That  dropped  its  pink-eyed  blossoms  in  her  lap, 
A  cherub  and  a  seraph  both  in  one. 

Around  her  forehead,  twined  amid  her  hair. 
She  wore  a  wreath  of  daisies,  newly  plucked. 
And  strung  on  rushes,  by  the  master-hand 
Of  one  three  summers  older  than  herself — 
A  black-eyed,  rosy-cheeked,  and  pensive  boy, 
Whose  greatest  joy  was  study  of  her  face; 
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And  who  had  wov'n  the  wreath  to  crown  her  queen — 
Queen  of  his  heart — which  felt  but  did  not  know — 
For  golden  haze  of  youthful  ignorance — 
The  sorrowful  joy,  and  feverish  bliss  of  love, 
Prompting  his  thought,  and  sparkling  in  his  eyes. 
Dear  friends  they  were,  although  they  wist  not  why. 
And  close  companions.     "  Sit  quite  still,"  he  said, 
"  Dear  Edith :  do  not  move  your  head  an  inch 
Till  I  have  drawn  your  portrait." 

And  he  drew. 
With  facile  fingers,  and  a  ready  touch 
For  one  so  young,  a  semblance  of  the  maid, 
Crowned  with  her  garland,  and  alight  with  smiles. 
And  wrote  beneath  it,  "  Edith  Bellenden, 
By  Arthur  Westwood,  on  a  morn  of  May." 


"  For  me  ?  "  she  asked  him,  with  inquiring  eyes  ; 
Then  put  the  paper  in  her  tiny  breast 
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And  thanked  him  with  a  glance,  a  word — a  kiss  ; 
While  he,  the  artist,  proud  of  such  a  work, 
But  prouder  of  acceptance,  and  reward, 
Restored  the  falling  garland  to  her  hair, 
And  led  her  to  her  brothers,  where  they  stood. 
Scaring  with  stones  the  minnows  in  the  brook  ; 
And  said,  "  Behold  her  ;  she's  the  Queen  of  May, 
And  I'm  the  King  I"     Whereat  one   laughed    and 

jeered : 
The  other,  all  intent  upon  a  trout 
Which  he  espied  beneath  a  ledge  of  rock. 
Took  off  his  shoes,  and  paddled  in  the  stream. 
Heedless  of  brother,  sister,  and  the  world. 

Ten  winters  passed,  and  once  again  'twas  May  : 
The  boys  were  men,  the  maid  was  sweet  seventeen  ; 
And  all  were  friends,  as  in  the  olden  time. 

Rich  were  the  Bellendens — surpassing  rich : 
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Compared  with  them  young  Westwood  was  but  poor, 
Though  rich  enough  to  pass  his  morn  of  life 
To  his  own  fancy,  and  the  art  he  loved  ; 
To  show  a  fair  exterior  to  the  world, 
And  seem,  and  be — an  English  gentleman. 

Two  years,  or  ere  his  eyes  beheld  the  morn, 
His  father,  stepping  from  a  gondola, 
Stood  in  the  market-place — an  idle  man. 
And  watched  the  peasant  girls  of  Friuli 
Bring  flowers  to  flowerless  Venice.    Young  and  fair, 
He  roamed  for  pastime,  master  of  himself. 
To  study  Art  and  Nature  in  the  South. 
Here,  as  he  loitered  to  refresh  his  soul    - 
With  beauty  fashioned  in  immortal  stone  ; 
Painted  on  canvas  ;  streaming  from  the  sky  ; 
Impermeate  in  all  shapes  of  earth  and  heaven  ; 
He  saw  a  maiden  lovelier  than  Art 
Had  e'er  imagined  in  its  happiest  dream  ; 

b2 


[ 


20 


A  MAN'S  HEAET. 


[canto  I. 


With  all  Italia  in  her  glowing  face- 
Its  beauty,  passion,  tenderness,  and  hope. 

He  saw,  admired,  and  fancied  that  he  loved  ; — 
Love  born  of  idleness  and  young  Romance ! 
He  purchased  roses  and  anemones. 
And  bade  her  come  to-morrow  with  fresh  flowers. 
The  choicest  she  could  gather.     Morrow  came  ; 
And  with  it  came  the  maiden  and  her  blooms  ; 
Herself  a  rose  and  lily  both  in  one  ; 
Fairer  than  lily — redder  than  the  rose, — 
And  with  a  warmth  of  summer  in  her  smiles 
ELough  to  ripen  all  the  buds  of  spring. 

He  overpaid  her  with  too  bounteous  gold, 
"Which  she  refused,  with  such  a  wealth  of  shame 
That  he  was  awed  ;  and,  more  enamoured  still, 
He  sued  for  pardon  like  the  veriest  slave 
Who  hath  incensed  a  master  that  he  loves, 
And  cannot  rest  until  his  peace  be  made. 
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She  came  no  more  to  Venice.    Every  day 
Fie  watched  the  arriving  gondolas  and  barques, 
In  hope  to  see  the  maid  among  her  peers — 
A  queen-like  rose  among  mere  daflfodils  ; 
But  she,  Francesca  Pia,  ne'er  returned. 

He  gazed  upon  the  blue  Friulian  Alps, 
Snow-capped  and  sharp  against  the  cloudless  heaven, 
And  thought  how  blissful  all  his  days  might  be, 
Forgetting  England  and  his  ancient  home, 
If  in  life's  noon,  he  might,  beloved  of  her. 
Dwell  in  the  valleys,  careless  of  the  world. 

He  sought  her — was  repulsed — and  sought  again  ; 
Till  passion,  like  a  flame  by  tempest  fanned, 
Throve  on  obstruction,  and  consumed  his  soul. 

Thus  did  he  live  and  suffer  ;  thus  in  pain 
Befine  an  idle  fancy  into  love- 
Love  golden — freed  by  Sorrow's  fire  from  dross — 
Love  purified — the  love  of  soul  to  soul. 
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And  she  took  pity  ;  she — the  peasant  girl — 
Met  the  proud  English  stranger  face  to  face, 
And  gave  her  hand,  like  lady  to  a  lord, 
Equal  in  love,  and  pride,  and  sacrifice, 
Superior  in  her  purity  of  heart. 

Well  she  became  her  new-born  dignity. 
Learned  English  from  the  lessons  of  her  heart, 
And  spake  it  with  a  prettiness  of  fault 
More  lovely  than  perfection  ;  learned  to  sing, — 
And  Bung  with  such  a  gush  of  melody. 
That  staid  approval— of  the  English  mood — 
Forgot  itself  in  rapture. 

But  she  died, 
Pining  for  Italy ;  a  flower  too  fair 
To  brave  unscathed  the  winds  of  Northern  skies, 
And  harsh  vicissitude  of  moist  and  cold  ; — 
And  Arthur  Westwood  never  smiled  again  ; 
Or  if  he  did,  'twas  in  his  silent  home. 
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Where  his  young  boy — her  boy — her  only  child 

Smiled  in  his  face  and  prattled  at  his  knee, 

And  brought  before  him  vividly  as  life 

The  fond  eyes — the  bright  cheek — the  tender  voice— 

The  breathing  spirit  of  the  sainted  dead. 

Great  was  the  mutual  love  of  sire  and  sen. 
To  the  boy's  heart  the  father  was  a  sage  ; 
In  wisdom  and  in  goodness  chief  of  men ; — 
To  the  sire's  heart  the  child  was  love  alone, 
A  love  all  innocence — ^half  earth — half  heaven — 
The  link  uniting  both. 

So  lived  the  twain 
In  a  fair  cottage  on  the  green  hill  slope, 
Embowered  'mid  clambering  roses.    All  who  passed 
Admired  the  outward  grace  and  inward  calm 
Of  their  secluded  nest.    Around  it  spread 
Elm,  beech,  and  oak,  and  delicate  silver  birch. 
And  all  the  stateliest  trees  of  English  growth  ;^ 
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And  in  the  spring,  the  lilac  and  the  ash, 
Laburnum  and  the  bridal-vestured  haw 
Scattered    their    brightest    blooms    and    i.  chest 
balms. 
Few  were  the  friends  who  had  the  privilege 
To  enter  their  abode : — the  Vicar  first, 
The  guest  most  welcome  to  the  widower's  hearth. 
Of  tastes  congenial.    Both  loved  Art,  and  books. 
Music,  and  ever-dear  Philosophy — 
Such  as  those  know  it,  who  on  mountain  tops 
Look  on  the  little  wranglers  far  adown — 
And  sun  themselves,  bare-headed,  to  the  Truth 
That  beams  upon  them  from  the  upper  sky  ; — 
Philosophy — twin-born  with  Piety, 
That  teaches  love  to  God  with  love  to  man. 
And  next  Sir  Thomas  Bellenden  ;  though  rare 
Were  his  intrusions  on  the  quiet  haunt 
Of  one  so  different  in  his  walk  of  thought, 
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So  lost  to  all  the  warfare  of  the  world, 
So  alien  to  its  pride,  its  pomp,  its  care. 

"Within  a  mile  of  Westwood's  cottage  stood 
The  Hall  of  Erlwood,  with  its  towers  antique. 
Seen  through  an  arching  avenue  of  elms ; 
The  park — a  thousand  acres — swarmed  with  deer ; 
And  in  its  thickest  groves  a  heronry 
Gave  life  to  the  upper  air.    Within  its  bound 
Rose  many  a  hollow  and  rough-rinded  oak. 
That  still  put  forth  its  leaflets  to  the  spring, 
Though  mouldy  leases  of  King  Charles's  day 
Based  on  tradition,  deemed  them  centuries  old 
Ere  stout  King  Harry  wedded  Anne  Boleyn, 
And  from  fat  Abbeys  dispossessed  the  monks. 

Here  dwelt  Sir  Thomas  three  months  in  the  year ; — 
Playing  the  squire — or  as  he  thought,  the  lord — 
A  very  lord  in  all  things  but  the  rank. 

The  great  Sir  Thomas  ! — If  his  name  were  heard 
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At  Lloyd's,  the  Exchange,  in  Bank,  or  Counting  House, 

In  London,  Paris,  Hamburg,  or  New  York, 

The  rich  and  poor  all  gave  it  reverence  ; 

And  struggling  merchants  drew  a  longer  breath. 

And  sighed  to  think  what  tides  and  seas  of  wealth 

Poured  in  his  coffers,  while  to  theirs,  agape. 

Fell  but  the  scanty  rain  or  vanishing  dew  ! 

And  if  that  name,  a  scarcely  legible  scrawl. 

Promised  to  pay  a  million  on  demand, 

The  bankers  of  all  cities  in  the  world 

Would  count  it  freely  at  a  million's  worth. 

And  give  or  take  it  readily  as  gold. 

The  great  Sir  Thomas  1    It  were  hard  to  say 
On  what  far  oceans  nevei    ailed  his  ships. 
Laden  with  costly  ventures,  well  insured ; 
In  what  old  channels  of  perennial  trade 
His  profits  did  not  run ;  or  in  what  new 
He  did  not  tap  the  founts  of  enterprise,  ' 
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And  bear  away  the  draught  from  thirstier  lips. 
His  name  was  in  the  mouths  of  busy  men, 
Spoken  in  every  language  known  to  Trade; 
And  never  spoken  but  with  such  respect 
As  traders  ever  feel  for  those  who  pay, 
And  the  weak  strive  to  render  to  the  strong. 

This  prosperous  man  was  in  his  prime  of  years, 
Had  health  and  strength,  the  admiring  world's  ap. 

plause ; — 
Two  sons  to  be  partakers  of  his  toil, 
And  raise  to  nobler  heights  his  tower  of  wealth; 
A  daughter,  lovely,  innocent,  rose-ripe— 
The  joy,  the  charm,  the  jewel  of  his  life  ; 
And  though  the  world  might  sometimes  pity  him— 
That  Edith's  birth  was  loss  of  her  who  bore— 
His  love,  if  e'er  he  felt  it,  had  expired 
When  his  young  wife  was  taken  to  the  grave. 
And  dwelt  not  even  in  his  memory. 


II 


28 


A  man's  heart. 


[canto  I. 


h\ 


All    else    was    his,    wealth    and    the    will    to 
spend, 
Taste,  education,  and  a  liberal  hand, 
A  seat  in  Parliament,  an  eloquent  tongue. 
And  power  to  sway  the  councils  of  the  realm. 
And  yet  this  man,  so  seeming  fortunate. 
Pined  with  a  secret  sorrow  for  a  toy. 
The  potent  Minister,  who  ruled  the  State 
And  moulded  plastic  factions  to  his  will. 
Scorned  with  a  gentle,  but  invincible  scorn. 
The  frivolous  herd  whose  service  might  be  bought 
With  ribands,  garters,  coronets,  and  stars  : 
And  when  Sir  Thomas,  as  the  sole  reward 
Of  vote,  and  speech,  and  ready  influence, 
Asked  for  a  peerage,  gave  him  for  reply 
A  vague  half-promise  and  his  blandest  smile  : 
The  promise  meaningless,  if  'twere  not  false — 
The  smile  another  promise,  vaguer  still. 
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Hope  was  his  comforter,  which  comforts  all. 
Should  not  his  sons  in  fulness  of  their  hour, 
Sit  by  his  side  to  vote  and  legislate  ? 
One  for  the  county,  ravished  at  a  blow 
From  the  Fitz-Nevilles,  Earls  of  little  wealth, 
Who  jobbed  it  for  the  pickings  of  the  State  ? 
The  other,  destined  for  the  county  town, 
To  win  it  by  his  talents,  if  he  could— 
If  not,~to  buy  it  ;-yet  not  seem  to  buy  ? 
Then  should  the  Premier  at  his  peril  dare 
To  scorn  the  claim,  made  strong  by  three  good  votes- 
Then  should  his  honours  glitter  on  his  brow, 
And  the  calm  evening  of  his  sunny  day 
Glow  in  a  purple  splendour  to  its  close. 

If  this  hope  failed  him,  had  he  not  his  child, 
His  lovely  Edith,  docile  as  a  fawn-   . 
On  whom  Fit.-Neville,  hale,  though  past  his  prime, 
Looked  with  the  favouring  eye  of  sage  resolve, 
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And  deemed  her  paragon  of  all  her  sex— 
KiDd,  good,  and  beautiful,  his  soul's  true  star — 
The  magnet  of  his  fortunes  and  his  hopes  ? 
Thus,  if  no  peer,  he  might  be  sire  of  peers. 
The  Earl  once  scorned  him  as  too  lowly  born ; — 
But  that  was  past ;  and  if  his  Edith  chose 
To  wear  the  coronet,  the  day  should  come 
When  he,  the  prncely  trader,  should  restore 
The  tarnished  splendour  of  an  ancient  house. 
And  place  it  high  in  fortune  as  in  rank. 

Much  he  preferred  the  peerage  for  himself — 
Due  tribute  to  his  greatness.     "  What,"  he  asked, 
"  Is  this  proud  Earl,  who  holds  his  head  so  high? — 
The  tenth  descendant  of  a  random  boy. 
Who  studied  law  and  ripened  to  a  judge. 
When  good  Queen  Bess  sought  merit  in  the  mire, 
And  set  it  up  aloft  ;  and  if  such  boy 
Could  found  a  peerage  centuries  ago, 
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Why  not  a  merchant  of  the  present  time, 
With  wealth  enough  to  buy  a  score  of  Earls?" 
Thus  did  he  dream,  and  calculate,  and  dream. 
And  sacrifice  the  substance  of  to-day 
For  empty  shadows  of  a  day  to  come. 
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And  now,  'tis  morning,  and  the  month  is  May ; 
And  through  the  sunny  glades  of  Erlwood  Park 
Flits  beauty  in  its  fairest  human  shape. 
For  Edith  loves  the  country,  and  has  left 
London,  the  Court,  the  Opera,  the  Ball, 
To  have  one  month  with  nature  and  the  sun  ; 
And  then,  again,  to  high  festivity 
And  all  the  wc  xry  overheated  life, 
That  Fashion  loves.     Sir  Thomas  cannot  come, 
Save  from  a  Saturday  till  Monday  morn, 
For  the  State  needs  him,  or  the  Minister; — 
And  are  they  not  the  same  ? — to  vote  and  speak, 
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And  help  to  save  that  old  and  fabulous  Ship 
Which  never  sinks;  though  politicians  say 
'Tis  always  sinking  when  the  Whigs  are  in, 
And  always  foundering  when  the  Whigs  are  out. 

The  Westwoods  are  at  home,  as  is  their  wont. 
The  smoke  curls  bluely  from  their  sylvan  bower ; 
And  Arthur  angles  in  the  Erlwood  brook, 
Or  carves  initials  on  the  beechen  rind. 
Or  carols  to  himself  his  own  new  song, 
On  "  the  old,  old  story" — old  as  human  hearts. 
The,  ancient  Abbey  is  aflare  with  life 
Of  servants  and  retainers.     Edith's  aunt 
Keeps  stately  house;  and  Edith's  milk-white  doe, 
Pet  of  the  park,  and  wild  to  all  but  her, 
Follows  its  gentle  mistress  o'er  the  lawn. 
And  nibbles  dainties  from  her  coaxing  hand. 
The  flag  floats  from  the  turret,  that  the  world — 
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A  little  world,  but  large  to  villagers- 
May  learn  that  great  Sir  Thomas  is  at  home  ; 
And  give  him~if  it  meet  him— what  he  loves  ;— 
Homage,  that  vassals  render  to  their  lords, 
And  such  as  common  souls,  who  dwell  in  cots, 
Should  yield  to  those  who  dwell  in  palaces, 
And  give  them  Christmas  coals  and  good  advice. 
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"  JHE  old  face,"  said  his  father,  bending  low 
Over  the  easel,  where  the  picture  stood— 
Queen  Berengaria,  Cceur  de  Lion's  love, 
Girding  her  lord  to  fight  the  Saracen— 
"  A  sweet  face— well  designed  ;  but  are  there  none 
But  dark-haired,  dark-eyed  beauties  in  the  world, 
Mere  counterfeits  of  Edith  Bellenden, 
Like  as  a  rose  to  rose — or  star  to  star  ?" 

"  I  strove,"  said  Arthur, «  when  I  planned  this  work- 
My  master-piece,  my  favourite,  my  best— 
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To  paint  another  face,  another  form  ; — 

But  all  in  vain  ;  the  colours  would  not  blend 

Obedient  to  my  will ;  the  rebel  hand, 

Knowing  the  face  I  loved,  broke  through  my  law. 

Not  Richard's  queen,  but  my  queen — my  sole  star — 

Lived  on  the  canvas  in  my  mlud's  despite. 

So,  when  I  painted,  half  a  year  ago, 

Grodiva  pleading  with  Earl  Leofric 

To  stay  the  plague  of  taxes,  'twaS  the  same 

I  traced  fair  hair;  but,  lo  I  the  locks  grew  dark  ; 

The  blue  eyes  kindled  into  passionate  black, 

And  the  old  face — the  dear  face — best  beloved — 

The  type  and  model  of  mild  womanhood, 

Looked  on  me  smiling.     Do  you  think  it  like  ?  " 

"  Ay,"  said  his  father;  "  yet  it  wants  the  soul 
Of  childhood,  girlhood,  womanhood — all  mixed, 
Which  Edith  wears,  as  summer  wears  its  bloom." 

"  Alas  ! "  said  Arthur,  "  it  defies  all  Art 
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To  paint  such  living  loveliness  as  hers. 

Not  one  expression,  or  one  soul  divine 

Has  my  beloved — but  a  thousand  souls, 

All  peering  through  the  splendours  of  her  ey  s, 

And  each,  ere  you  can  fix  it  in  your  thought, 

SparkHng  away  to  one  more  lustrous  still : 

Pity,  and  Charity,  and  infinite  Love, 

Sweet  Mkth  and  sweeter  Sadness,  on  her  lips, 

Follow  each  other  in  one  throb  of  Time. 

Art  would  reflect  them ;  but  its  mirror,  dull 

As  the  breeze-rufBed  bosom  of  a  lake, 

Unresting,  insuflicient,  fails  to  show 

The  evanescent  multitudinous  charms 

That  live,  and  change,  and  die,  and  live  anew 

On  all  the  radiant  landscape  of  her  mind." 
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There  passed  a  shadow  on  the  father's  face  ; 
His  own  warm  youth  and  passionate  impulses 
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And  bright  unreason  rose  before  his  mind, 
Reviving  in  his  son,  with  added  fires ; — 
Italian  fervour  linked  with  English  heart. 

"  Arthur,"  he  said,  "  we  '11  go  to  Italy  ; 
A  year  of  travel  in  the  balmy  South 
Will  give  me  health  and  spirits  which  I  lack, 
And  you  the  opportunity,  long  sought. 
Of  study  in  the  paradise  of  Art. 
We  '11  go  to  Florence,  Milan,  Naples,  Rome, 
And  end  with  Venice,  which  I  love  so  well." 

"  Your  will  he  my  mine,  father,"  said  the  son. 
While  sudden  pallor  overspread  his  cheek, 
Then  passed,  and  left  it  ruddy  as  before  ; 
"  Next  week — ay,  or  to-morrow  if  you  will — 
Whate'er  you  deem  shall  be  the  best  for  you, 
That  also  shall  be  very  best  for  me." 

And  the  sire  smiled  the  smile  he  seldom  wore — 
The  silvery  radiance  of  a  mind  at  ease  ; 
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And  both  departed  to  their  several  tasks 

The  father  to  his  organ  'mid  his  books, 
To  form  sweet  harmonies  on  minor  keys, 
Breathing  a  heavenly  joy  through  human  pain  ;- 
To  dally  with  the  thronging  melodies 
That  came  unbidden  to  his  finger-tips, 
Each  with  a  meaning,  dying  in  its  birth, 
'  riddle,  and  a  mystery,  and  a  charm  ; — 
The  son  to  work  upon  his  master-piece — 
To  imitate  the  features  that  hs  loved, 
And  fix  the  well-known  heart-bewildering  charm 

Indelible  on  canvas.     All  in  vain ! 

The  mind  was  with  the  Nature,  not  the  Axt, 
And  gave  no  guidance  to  the  listless  hand. 

"  I  caniioi ;  aint  1  I  cannot  read !  I'll  walk 
Forth  in  the  sunny  air  to  Erlwood  Park  ; 
And  if  I  meet  her,  'twill  be  well ;— if  not. 
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I'll  sit  and  dream  beneath  the  beechen  tree 
Whereon,  three  springs  ago,  I  carved  her  name — 
The  twin  initials  intertwined  with  mine. 
Happy  conjunction !    Lo !  with  moss  o'ergrown, 
Green  as  the  leaves  above,  they  flourish  still !" 

Ah,  well  he  knew  the  :..:       nat  she  would  take, 
The  road,  the  by-path,  and  the  hour  o'  th'  day, 
Her  footfall  on  the  grass,  the  flowering  thorn 
That  she  would  stop  at,  and  select  a  twig 
To  place  upon  her  bosom,  like  a  gem 
Which  he,  who  knew  it,  on  such  holy  place, 
Would  gladly  purchase  at  a  ruby's  price  ; — 
A  mile  off  he  descried  her  glancing  robes ; 
A  mile  off  saw  her  favourite  milk-white  doe 
Bounding  before,  or  eating  from  her  hand 
The  tender  shoots  from  branches  she  had  plucked, 
Or  beech-nuts  hoarded  ere  the  winter  days. 
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And  nearer  as  she  drew  he  saw  her  hair 
Freshly  dishevelled  to  the  western  breeze, 
That  came  and  went  amid  its  lucent  threads, 
As  in  the  strings  of  the  Eolian  harp 
Passes  the  night  wind  ;  but  all  noiselessly 
Making  a  silent  music  in  his  thought. 
Nearer  1  still  nearer  I  'tis  her  tread  he  hears 
Amid  the  daisies  1     'Tis  her  silken  robe 
Rustling  the  wayside  grasses !     'Tis  her  voice, 
A  palpable  music  on  the  morning  air ! 
And  lol  she  reads  ;-— a  book  ?— No  1  hush  ;  poor  heart, 
Thou  knowest  what  she  reads,  or  soon  shalt  know ! 
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Love's  fondest  meetings  have  the  fewest  words. 
Wer't  not  for  silence,  or  the  touch  of  hands, 
Or  glance  of  mingling  eyes,  how  could  the  soul 
Convey  its  meanings  ?    Language  can  but  hint 
Darkly  and  vaguely  what  the  spirit  feels. — 
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These  two  were  happy.     Though  no  word  of  love 
Came  from  the  lips  of  either,  love  was  breathed. 
Though  vows  were  not  imagined,  vows  were  made  ; 
And  when  at  last  the  one  great  subject  came 
To  the  coy  tongue,  'twas  but  in  subterfuge, 
Or  skilful  acting  of  a  delicate  play, 
Cunningly  plotted  to  an  end  foreknown. 
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"I've  read  thy  verse,"  said  Edith  as  they  sat 
Together  on  the  sward  beneath  the  tree. 
And  drew  the  folded  paper  from  her  breast ; 
"  But  let  the  poet  read  the  poet's  thought ; 
'Tis  fire  of  soul  that  makes  the  fire  of  speech, 
And  songs  come  freshest  from  the  lips  of  bards." 
He  took  the  paper,  blushing.     Happy  he 
Who  had  not  in  the  moil  and  wear  oi"  life 
Dulled  the  fine  spirit  in  the  sensitive  blood 
Which  brought  it  gushing,  flood-like,  to  his  cheeks. 
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To  be  so  praised  by  her,  and  so  besought, 
Was  it  not  as  sweet  sunshine  to  the  ground 
When  all  the  flowers  leap  up  to  kiss  the  spring  ;— 
Or  sight  of  land  to  weary  mariners 
When  merry  bells  peal  welcome  from  the  shore  ? 

He  blushed  for  pride,  and  deeper  blushed  for  shame  ; 
Then  taking  courage,  read  the  maid  the  tale 
With  quivering  voige— husky  at  times  for  tears  ; 
But  with  an  emphasis,  well  barbed  and  aimed. 
To  reach  the  guarded  fortress  of  her  heart. 
And  win  an  entrance  through  some  narrow  chink 
That  guileless  Pity  had  forgot  to  close. 
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She  was  the  daughter  of  an  Earl, 

And  I  the  Rector's  son  ; 
I  loved  her  more  than  blessed  life, 

And  never  loved  but  one. 
She  took  my  homage  as  the  rose 

Might  take  the  morning  dew  ; 
Or  a  cloud  on  the  eastern  rim  of  Heaven 

The  daylight  gushing  new. 
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She  took  it  as  of  right  divine, 

And  never  thought  of  me, 
No  more  than  the  rose,  of  the  morning  dew 

That  bathes  it  tenderly  ; 
Or  the  river,  of  the  light  of  God 

That  shines  on  its  waters  free. 


in. 


I  loved  her  for  herself  alone, 

And  not  for  rank  or  gold  ; — 
I  was  as  heedless  of  her  wealth 

As  a  daisy  on  the  wold  ; — 
Or  a  bird  that  sings  'mid  the  hawthorn  buds 

When  forest  leaves  unfold. 
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I  loved  her  for  herself  alone, 

And  dreamed  in  summer  eves, 
That  the  Earl,  her  sire,  was  a  husbandman 

Amid  his  barley  sheaves  ; 
And  she,  a  dark-eyed  peasant-girl, 

As  ruddy  as  the  May, 
With  a  smile  more  rich  and  golden  bright 

Than  the  dawn  of  a  summer's  day, 
With  a  voice  like  the  melody  of  lutes. 

And  breath  like  the  new-mown  hay. 


V. 


I  loved  her  for  herself  alone. 
And  wished  that  she  were  poor. 

That  I  might  guide  her  through  the  world, 
A  guardian  ever  sure. 
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And  through  all  peril  and  distress, 
Conduct  her  steps  aright  ; 

That  I  might  toil  for  her  by  day, 
And  sit  in  her  smile  at  night  : 

My  toil,  a  burden  cheerily  borne, 
For  her,  my  heort's  delight  I 
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My  soul  burst  forth  in  floods  of  song, 

When  I  thought  my  love  returned, 

A-nd  proud  ambitions  filled  my  heart, 

And  through  my  pulses  burned. 
There  was  no  glory  men  could  snatch 

Too  vast  for  my  desire, 
And  all  to  place  upon  her  brow, 

Higher  and  ever  higher  ; 
Till  hers  was  greater  than  mine  own. 
And  robed  her  as  with  fire. 
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And  when  I  thought  her  heart  was  cold, 

And  no  response  was  given, 
My  mournful  passion  sought  relief 

From  sympathetic  Heaven. 
And  Nature's  heart,  more  kind  than  hers, 

Made  answer  all  day  long, 
The  wild-wind  sighed,  the  rain-cloud  wept. 

The  streams  made  plaintive  song. 
And  the  hoarse  sea-billows  chanted  hymns 

Condoling  with  my  wrong. 


VIII. 


I  put  my  passion  into  verse, 

I  built  it  into  rhyme, 
And  told  my  hopes,  my  joys,  my  fears. 

In  a  tale  of  olden  time  : 


II. 


* 


CANTO  n.]  A  MAN'S   HEART. 

And  read  it  on  the  garden  seat, 
With  green  boughs  overhung, 

She  by  my  side  so  beautiful, 
And  I  so  mad  and  young. 
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She  praised  the  bard  :  she  prophesied 

A  glowing  noon  of  fame. 
To  him  who  sang  so  sweet  a  song 

Of  Love'b  supernal  flame  ; 
But  could  not  see,  perchance  for  tears, 

And  sympathies  divine. 
The  living  passion  of  the  verse 

That  throbbed  in  every  line. 
The  fable,  but  the  garb  of  truth— 

The  love,  the  sorrow,  mine. 
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I  had  not  courage  to  declare, 

Lest  hope  should  be  denied, 
The  pangs  that  wrestled  with  my  peace ; 

"  Oh,  foolish  heart  1"  I  sighed, 
"  To  look  so  high  1 — But  wherefore  not  ? 

Love,  like  the  liberal  sun, 
Tak<es  no  account  of  human  pride. 

And  scorns  or  favours  none  : 
Look  up,  sad  heart !  thy  thoughts  are  pure, 

Thy  Heaven  may  yet  be  won  1 " 
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One  morn, — ^oh,  well-remembered  vime  !- 

I  met  her  on  the  lawn. 
With  St)  earning  hair,  and  ripe  red  lips, 
Blithe  as  Aurora,  when  she  slips 

The  curtains  of  the  dawn. 
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From  balmy  skies  of  cloudless  blue, 
Dropped  music  like  the  rain, 

Ten  thousand  merry  minstrels  sang 
The  one  exulting  strain : — 

«  We  thank  thee,  Day,  for  all  thy  gifts, 
And  welcome  thee  again  1 " 


53 


\ 


li 


It  was  the  bursting  of  the  flower  1 

She  could  not  choose  but  hear ; 
I  could  not  choose,  but  speak  the  word  ;- 

"  My  Geraldinel  my  dear  1" 
I  never  dared,  in  all  I  felt, 

To  name  her  thus  before ; — 
Unloosened  were  the  founts  of  speech. 

My  tongue  was  mute  no  more  : 
And  kneeling  at  her  feet,  I  craved 

Permission  to  adore. 
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She  blushed  with  pleasure  and  surprise, 

And  when  I  grasped  her  hand, 
In  dim  wild  fervour,  born  of  joy. 

Too  rash  for  my  command, 
She  did  not  slay  me  with  a  look ; — 

But  from  her  eyes  she  threw 
Sjveet  invitations — welcomes  sweet — 

And  greetings  old  and  new  ;— 
I  was  uplifted  from  the  false— 

I  soared  into  the  true. 


XIV. 

In  utter  dark,  devoid  of  hope, 
What  evil  passions  glare. 

Like  lurid  torches  waved  at  night 
In  foul  and  misty  air. 
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But  in  the  light  of  happy  love 

All  evil  passions  die, 
Or  fade  like  tapers  when  the  sun 

Rides  cloudless  in  the  sky  ; 
They  pale,  they  wane,  they  disappear — 

And  in  that  light  was  I ! 

XV. 

Till  then,  I  never  thought  or  knew 

What  charms  all  Nature  bore, 
How  beautiful  were  Earth  and  Heaven ; 

I  never  lived  before. 
But  from  that  moment  nobler  life 

Through  all  my  senses  ran; 
Deep  in  the  mysteries  of  Time, 

I  saw  the  inner  plan. 
The  holiness  of  Life  and  Love, 

The  dignity  of  man  I 
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So  ran  the  fable  that  his  fancy  drew, 
Made  for  Ler  heart,  but  woven  from  his  own. 
And  when  the  tale  was  done,  and  T'ence  fell 
So  palpable  betwixt  them,  that  the  grass 
Seemed  rustling  loudly  in  the  startled  air. 
The  green  leaves  babbling  secrets  from  the  boughs. 
And  the  lark's  song  dropped  on  them  like  a  weight. 
He  blushed  deep  blushes  which  her  cheeks  returned ; 
And  she  launched  meanings  from  her  glistening  eyes, 
Which  his  caught  up,  and  flashed  exulting  back ; — 
And  both  were  conscious  of  a  new  delight, 
And  breathed  the  vows  that  once,  and  only  once, 
The  heart  can  form  with  equal  purity. 

Dream  on,  poor  children ! — dream,  and  never  wake  1 
In  all  your  raptures-— come  they  thick  as  flowers 
That  April  tosses  to  the  lap  of  May, 
You  '11  never  find  a  rapture  like  to  this  1 
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Dream  on,  poor  children  !  dream,  and  fear  to  wake — 

When  sorrow  looms,  the  memory  of  this  hour 

Shall  shine  like  Hesper  through  the  gathering  dark. 

And  you  shall  say, — "  Once  in  the  days  of  youth 

We  had  a  vision  and  a  glimpse  of  Heaven  1 

Once  in  the  morning  of  our  cloudy  day 

There  gushed  upon  us  overpowering  joy, 

Keen  as  the  lightning  flash,  and  lost  as  soon ! 

Let  us  be  grateful, — ^we  have  lived  and  loved, 

Tasted  ambrosia,  feasted  with  the  gods ! 

Was  it  a  dream  ? — ^What  more  is  Cajsar's  throne. 

Or  great  Napoleon's,  when  the  end  has  come  ? — 

Was  it  a  dream  ? — Could  we  such  dream  renew. 

And  brush  away  from  our  enchanted  land 

The  dust  and  cobwebs  of  reality, 

We  'd  sleep  once  more,  and  never  ask  to  wake." 
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O  AILING  in  sunshine  through  the  blue  lagoons 
Of  melancholy  Venice,  sire  and  son 
Discoursed  together  in  the  gondola. 
Westwood  had  letters  from  his  Enghsh  home 
Made  dear  to  memory  by  a  year's  long  lapse, 
And  Arthur  asked  the  news. 

"  News  private  ? — Small : 
News  public  ? — Great ;  though  small  to  you  and  me. 
The  Whigs  are  out,  the  Tories  have  come  in, 
And  Parliament 's  dissolved  ;  and  that  is  all !  " 

"  All  ?  Quite  enough !"  said  Arthur.  "  Then  farewell, 


62 


A  man's  heart.  [canto  III. 


Ml" 


Thou  poor  Sir  Thomas,  to  thy  fondest  hopes  ; 
Thou  'It  never  be  a  peer,  thou  'st  lost  thy  chance, 
For  ne'er  did  Tories  make  a  Whig  a  Lord  ! 
And  I  am  glad  that  one  obstruction  less 
Stands  betwixt  Edith  Bellenden  and  me. 
Ah  me !  I  would  she  were  a  poor  man's  child, 
That  I  might  win  her  for  the  love  I  bear, 
Freed  from  the  vile  suspicion  of  the  world, 
That  money — always  money — money-dirt — 
Attracts  my  passion,  as  the  flame  the  moth. 
And  is  there  nothing  else  ?  " 

"  But  little  more  ; 
The  ancient  land 's  astir  with  wholesome  life. 
And  all  the  great  athletes  of  the  time 
Gird  on  their  armour.     England  needs  her  sons, 
And  were  I  young  again,  as  thou  art  now, 
I  think  I  'd  mingle  in  the  clash  of  arms. 
Or  clash  of  tongues — ^if  that 's  the  better  phrase. 
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Hast  never  felt  such  prompting  in  thy  blood  ? 
Lo,  the  world  throbs  with  mighty  impulses, 
And  the  great  battle  of  the  Right  and  Wrong 
Calls  up  the  nations  :  England  ever  first, 
France  second,  and  this  Italy,  the  third 
And  most  unhappy." 

"Ay I"  replied  his  son, 
"  I  've  had  such  thoughts  ;  and  deemed  it  sometimes 

wrong 
That  I  should  loiter  out  my  morn  of  life, 
When  strong  true  hearts  are  needed  ;  yet  why  not? 
My  life  is  in  its  May,  and  looks  for  flower*— 
The  harvest  is  not  yet" 

"  'Twould  give  me  joy," 
The  sire  made  answer,  "  could  I  see  thee  fix 
Thy  heart  on  some  great  object  seen  afar, 
To  lead  thee  upwards  ;— not  for  sake  of  fame, 
Which  thou  couldst  win,  if  it  deserved  thy  thought, 
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But  for  the  sake  of  action  which  exalts 

And  strengthens  while  it  purifies  the  soul. 

My  days  are  wasted  ;  in  my  yellow  leaf 

I  see  no  fruit.     I  've  dreamed  my  life  away, 

And  by  the  light  or  shadow  of  my  faults 

I  see  the  nobler  path  which  thou  shouldst  take. 

Believe  me,  Art  can  poorly  satisfy 

A  soul  like  thine.     It  may  refine  thy  tastes, 

And  be  the  charm  and  solace  of  thine  hours, 

"NVTien  wearied  for  awhile  with  sterner  work  ; 

But  action  best  becomes  the  noble  mind. 

Those  who  have  gifts  owe  something  to  the  State, 

And  'tis  this  debt,  so  bountifully  paid 

By  English  gentlemen,  that  sends  the  name 

Of  England,  like  a  watchword,  o'er  the  world — 

Watchword  of  Liberty  and  steadfast  Law." 
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In  the  same  fashion  ?    He  who  writes  a  book 

Brimful  of  noble  thoughts,  doth  he  not  serve  ? 

And  he  who  sings  a  song  which  elevatca 

The  poor  man's  heart,  and  makes  it  throb  with  joy, 

Hath  he  done  nothing  ?    He  who  carves  a  stone 

Into  immortal  beauty,  is  not  he 

As  great  and  noble  as  the  man  who  talks 

On  Opposition  benches  half  the  night  ? 

Or  on  the  Treasury  benches  drones  and  prates 

About  his  Budget  and  his  Income  Tax, 

And  his  five  farthings  on  the  pound  of  tea  ? 

'Tis  well,  no  doubt,  to  be  a  Senator, 

To  make  the  laws  of  England,  and  direct 

Great  policy  to  rightful  aims  and  ends, 

Or  thwart  great. policy  when  it  is  wrong  : 

But  these  things  are  not  all.     A  nation's  weal 

Cannot  be  made  by  Acts  of  Parliament ; 

And  some  must  write,  some  sing,  some  dance,  some  paint, 
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Some  teach,  some  preach,  or  else  the  manners  fade, 
And  all  the  pith  of  nations  shrivels  up. 
And  sapless  realms  go  down  to  their  decay. 
My  calling's  Art ;  and  't  will  suffice  my  soul." 

"  But,"  said  his  fatht  ,  "  Art  is  but  a  dream 
To  those,  like  thee,  who  love  it  for  itseli 
And  not  for  wealth,  or  as  the  means  to  rise 
To  social  eminence  of  power  and  fame. 
If  thou  hadst  not  a  sixpence  in  the  world, 
Nor  I  a  sixpence  to  divide  with  thee. 
Art  might  absorb  thee,  and  thou  wouldst  excel ; 
But  now  'tis  but  thy  vision  and  thy  toy." 

"  What  else  were  politics  ?  "  the  son  replied. 
"  Thou  'dst  fill  me  with  ambition  ;  but  take  care  I 
I  have  it  in  me.     If  that  flame  be  fed 
It  may  burn  higher  than  thy  peace  or  mine 
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Would  give  it  room  for.     But  the  time's  not  yet. 
I  'm  but  a  boy,  and  hate  boy  senators  ; 
I  'm  but  a  youth,  and  hate  to  see  a  youth 
Mount  in  the  pulpit,  preaching  to  old  men  : 
I  'm  but  a  student,  let  me  study  on." 


67 


'Twas  three  months  afterwards:  they'd  gone  to  Rome, 
Seen  all  its  sights  ;  been  saddened  day  by  day 
At  the  great  spectacle  of  Death  in  Life— 
The  old  Rome  dead  ;  the  new  Rome  dying  fast. 
And  most  unworthy  ever  to  have  lived 
On  such  a  grave,  and  taken  such  a  name  : 
And  they  were  starting  for  the  balmier  south, 
To  Capri,  'mid  the  olives  and  the  vines, 

When  Westwood,  sitting  sadly  by  himself, 
^Read,  and  re-read  a  letter  just  received 
From  his  best  friend,  and  comrade  of  his  heart— 
The  Vicar. 
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"  My  poor  boy ! "  the  father  said, 
"  How  will  he  bear  it  ? — how  shall  I  make  known 
This  utter  blight  of  his  fast  blossoming  hopes  ? 
This  desecration  of  the  holy  shrine 
Which  he  imagined  in  a  woman's  heart  ? 
And  she  has  yielded !  yielded  to  her  aunt, 
Her  father,  and  her  brothers — all  her  kin, 
And  given  her  hand  to  that  superb  old  Earl, 
Who  loved  so  well  her  father's  money-bags ! 
Alas !  poor  Arthur ! — ^hush  1  the  victim  comes  1 " 


Singing  a  song,  exuberant  with  joy, 
Arthur  came  bounding  to  his  father's  door, 
His  face  so  fresh — his  eyes  so  bright — his  smile 
So  full  of  happiness  and  inward  peace, 
That  Westwood  shuddered  at  the  cruelty 
Of  undeceiving  him,  and  wished  some  tongue. 
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Other  than  his,  might  tell  the  bitter  tale, 
Or  any  time  but  that  might  suit  the  task. 
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He  was  unskilful  in  concealing  grief;— 
His  eyes  betrayed  him.     "  Father,  what  is  this  ?  " 
Said  Arthur,  tenderly.     He  stretched  his  hand, 
And  gave  his  son  the  letter. 

Arthur  read 
Calmly  and  silently,  without  a  start 
Or  motion,  save  a  quivering  of  the  lip, 
Scarcely  perceptible;  then  folded  up 
The  document  that  held  such  weight  of  woe, 
And  gave  it  back  into  his  father's  hands, 
And  said,  with  slow,  precise,  and  measured  words, 
Calm  as  the  motion  of  a  cataract 
When  it  flows  shelving  to  the  precipice — 
"  Had  any  other  name  been  signed  but  that, 
I  should  have  called  him  liar  to  his  teeth  I 
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Comfort  me  not.     I  cannot  bear  a  word 

Except  in  anger.     Call  me  idiot,  fool— 

A  credulous,  gaping,  green,  and  unripe  fool — 

But  do  not  comfort  me.     I  'm  sick  at  heart ! 

Where  is  the  Times  ? — no  doubt  'tis  blazon'd  there, 

In  the  broad  columns,  *  Markiage  in  high  life  ; — 

The  Earl  Fitz-Neville  and  his  youthful  bride, 

The  daughter  of  Sir  Thomas  Bellenden, 

Left  Erlwood  Abbey  yesterday,  for  France, 

To  pass  the  honey  month.'     Oh,  fair  young  bride  ! 

Oh,  ardent  bridegroom — fifty  years  of  age, 

A  little  older — five  years  at  the  least 

Than  the  bride's  father.     Happy — happy  Earl  1 " 

And  he  laughed  wildly  at  the  torturing  thought, 

And  clenched  his  hand  and  smote  it  on  his  brow. 
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His  father  pressed  his  hand,  but  spake  no  word; 
And  the  son  leaned  his  head  on  that  bruud  breast, 
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Paternal,  warm ;  and,  after  little  sjjace. 
Sobbed  on  it  like  a  child.     "  Forgive,"  he  said, 
"  This  burst  of  grief,  for  never — never  more 
In  any  sorrow  will  I  weep  again  ! 
And  let  her  names — her  old  one  and  her  new — 
Never  again  be  breathed  between  us  two." 
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They  went  to  Naples,  thence  to  Sicily, 
And  thence  to  Athens.     Arthur  could  not  rest. 
He  thought  he  'd  like  to  row  upon  the  Nile, 
And  see  the  Pyramids  ;  and  so  they  went. 
And  rowed  upon  the  Nile,  and  thought  it  dull ; 
And  saw  the  Pyramids,  and  thought  them  small. 

And  next  they  tried  the  Desert — what  of  that  ? 
It  was  a  desert ; — but  in  their  degree, 
Pall  Mall,  the  Boulevards,  and  the  Grand  Canal, 
Are  they  not  deserts  also,  if  the  heart 
Find  not  another  heart  in  all  their  scope 
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To  change  a  feeling  with  ?     So  back  they  turned, 
And  came  to  Pera  and  the  Golden  Horn, 
Where  Arthur  fumed  and  fretted  at  the  Turks, 
And  mourned  the  fate  of  such  a  lovely  land, 
Encumbered  by  such  people. 

In  one  week. 
Tired  of  the  Turks,  and  all  that  Turkey  held, 
The  3delding  father  and  the  impetuous  son 
Debated  to  which  spot  of  all  the  world 
They  next  should  travel.     "  Back  to  Italy  ?" 
"  Ay,  that  were  well,"  said  Arthur ;  "  for  I  fear 
This  ceaseless  whirl,  that  whirls  me  out  of  self. 
May  do  thee  mischief.    Let  us  rest  awhile 
In  some  decaying  city  of  the  Po, 
In  Mantua  or  in  Padua  :  yet,  alas  I 
I  fancy  in  such  quietude  as  that 
The  burning  rust  would  eat  into  my  heart. 
And  leave  thee  childless.    Let  us  try  the  Alps, 
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And  in  the  gorgeous  Bernese  Ooerland 

Dwell  in  the  valleys,  'mid  the  simple  folk, 

Where  thou  canst  be  at  rest,  and  I  can  climb 

Great  Monte  Rosa  and  the  Wetterhom, 

Or  Jungfrau ;  scale  high  rocks,  and  tread  on  snow 

Where  human  footsteps  never  trod  before. 

I  have  a  spirit  in  me  that  hard  work 

And  vigorous  exercise  alone  can  quell. 

Wer  't  not  for  thee,  who  lovest  me  so  much, 

I  'd  join  some  enterprize  to  trace  the  Nile, 

Lay  bare  the  roots  of  Niger,  or  explore 

Australia's  inner  lakes  of  salt  and  sand 

Anything  desperate  1 " 

"  Has  Art  no  more 
Its  ancient  charm  to  fill  thee,"  said  his  sire, 
"  With  high  resolve  of  something  to  be  done?" 

"  I  should  be  painting  Ediths  evermore ! " 

He  answered,  bitterly.     «  The  very  brush 
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Rebels  against  me  when  I  take  it  up, 

And  plagues  me  with  a  Countess.     Art  grows  dull, 

Since  she  grew  false.     Could  I  invade,  besiege, 

And  storm  a  borough  by  the  dint  of  tongue, 

I  'd  be  well  pleased  to  sit  in  Parliament. 

If  Love  be  stale.  Ambition's  ever  fresh  I 

So,  if  agreed,  we  '11  turn  our  footsteps  back 

To  murky  London ;  there,  perchance,  I  '11  find 

Something  or  other,  huge  or  strong  enough 

To  lay  the  constant  devil  that  gnaws  my  heart." 

"  Our  English  politics  want  stirring  up; 
They  need  the  infusion  of  some  younger  blood ;" 
Replied  his  father.     "  Trade  and  trading  things 
Befit  a  trading  nation  such  as  ours  ; 
But  Trade  i — for  ever  Trade  and  dull  Maynooth, 
Where  Bigot  fights  with  Bigot ; — and  sometimes 
An  episode  about  the  Sabbath  day, 
When  some  men  think  it  shame  to  wear  a  smile, 
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And  criminal  to  roam  into  the  fields 

And  breathe   the  breath   of   Heaven,    depress   the 

mind 
Of  legislation.     Give  us  something  more 
To  talk  about  than  these  ;  let  us  become 
More  tolerant,  more  wise  and  loftier-souled, 
That  in  the  steady  tramp  and  march  of  Time 
Our  honest  England  may  preserve  her  place 
In  the  great  commonwealth  of  Christian  realms, 
The  oldest,  best,  and  bravest  of  them  all, 
And  not  to  be  outstripped  in  any  race 
Of  Wealth,  or  Power,  or  Art,  or  Enterprize, 
Or  great  Dominion,  or  true  Liberty, 
By  friend  or  foe.     Tore  heaven,  I  often  think, 
I'll  try,  myself!" 


"  And  why  not  ?  "  said  his  son, 
«  Thou'rt  under  fifty  ;  in  thy  manhood's  prime. 
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The  Earl  Fitz-Neville,  wed  the  other  day, 
Is  three  years  older.     Better  thou  than  I." 

"  Nay  1 "  said  the  father,  "  I  have  formed  my  life, 
I  *m  but  a  dreamer,  and  must  live  on  dreams, 
I  could  not  tolerate  the  long  debate  ; 
I  could  not  sit  till  three  o^clock  at  morn. 
To  hear  a  crass,  dull,  awkward  Minister 
Wear  out  his  subject,  and  my  patience  too. 
My  youthful  elasticity  is  gone  ; — 
No !  give  me  books  and  music,  and  fresh  air. 
If  the  book  tire,  I  '11  lay  it  on  the  shelf, 
Or  taste  its  beauties  only.    If  the  strain 
That  once  delighted  me  have  lost  its  charm, 
I  '11  close  the  instrument  and  take  a  walk. 
And  if  all  fail  to  while  the  weary  time- 
Thanks  to  all-gracious  and  beneficent  Heaven — 
I  can  lie  down  upon  my  quiet  bed 
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And  go  to  sleep.     But  thou,  my  son,  art  young, 
And  hast  no  habits  long  and  fully  formed ; 
Go  thou  to  Parliament,  and  thou  'It  succeed." 
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They  sailed  again  to  westward,  taking  ship 
For  Syra,  Malta,  Naples  and  Leghorn— 
To  pass  a  month  in  Florence.    Luckless  thought  1 
They  had  not  been  in  Florence  but  a  day, 
When  Arthur,  strolling,  as  the  tourist  will, 
Into  the  Duomo,  met — 'twas  face  to  face, 
And  not  to  be  avoided,  or  denied — 
The  Earl  Fitz-Neville,  and  a  troop  of  friends ; 

And  back  a  pace  or  two— amid  her  maids 

Edith,  the  Countess.     Through  the  solemn  aisles, 

Startling  the  organist  amid  his  fugues, 

There  rang  a  cry  of  pain— as  glance  met  glance  I 

He  saw  the  lovely  face — the  dark  deep  eyes 

And  darted  from  the  presence,  lest  its  power 
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Should  smite  him  into  Folly,  with  Despair, 
And  fled  the  place,  unconscious  of  the  cry 
Wrung  from  her  heart  by  terror  of  his  eyes. 
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By  the  next  evening  he  was  far  away, 
At  Genoa  ;  thence  onward  to  Marseilles, 
And  thence  to  Paris,  with  his  bursting  heart, 
And  all  its  griefs  reopened  to  the  day. 

Paris — the  bright,  the  fair,  the  libertine. 
Youthful  in  beauty,  old  in  wickedness ; — 
Paris,  the  ancient  home  of  generous  men. 
And  now  the  sink  of  jobbers,  gamblers,  knaves;— 
Ruled  by  a  master-hand,  whose  iron  grip 
Slays  disobedience,  but  forgives  all  else — 
Vice,  meanness,  crime,  degeneracy  and  sloth — 
Detained  them  for  awhile.     The  city  swarmed 
With  swaggering  captains  and  their  stunted  men, 
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Each  witli  his  marshal's  visionary  stafF 
Safe  in  his  knapsack,  and  with  head  uplift 
Saucily  in  the  path  ;  for  had  thoy  not 
Within  short  space,  strangled,  against  all  law, 
A  young  Republic  ?  slain  it  in  the  streets, 
And  dragged  its  bleeding  body  through  the  mire  ; 
And  set  an  armed  Empire  in  its  place, 
Governed  by  beat  of  drum  and  bayonet  thrust— 
A  vulgar,  slavish,  gross  and  carnal  thing. 
Without  a  soul ; — unless  the  bees  have  souls  ? 
These  yield  a  blind  obedience  to  their  chief, 
And  feed  and  swaddle  it,  and  make  it  fat, 
And  toil  and  moil,  until  th'  appointed  hour 
When  in  hot  swoop  they  fall  upon  the  drones, 
And  kill  the  fluttering  fathers  of  the  State  ; 
Or,  may  be,  choose  another  Sovereign 
To  gorge  and  pamper  as  they  did  the  last. 
So  Arthur  deemed,  when  musing  in  the  streets, 
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That,  in  like  manner,  act  these  bees  of  France, 
Swarming  from  fauxbourgs  at  the  tocsin's  peal— 
JEluthless  and  bloody  while  the  fit  is  on, 
And  patient  drudg  js  when  the  fit  wears  off. 

Here  Arthur  strove  to  study  humankind, 
But  made  small  progress  ;  how  could  he  e^.plain 
The  tame  endurance  of  a  land  like  this  ? 
'T  was  order?     So  is  death.    'T  was  peace?  'Twasrest? 
He  had  seen  rest  in  Nubia; — and  in  graves; — 
And  'mid  the  crumbling  fanes  of  Ephesus 
There  was  a  rotten  and  unwholesome  peace. 
But  nobler  peace  than  this,  as  Nature's  work — 
And  nc « the  base  contrivance  of  a  man. 

He  went  to  theatres,  and  there  he  saw 
"  Dr^ughters  of  marble  " — brothels  on  the  stage. 
He  went  to  cafes ; — there  'twas  constant  smoke  ; 
And  constant  dominoes,  and  constant  spies. 
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He  went  to  churches,  but  he  saw  no  men — 
Or  only  passing  strangers  like  himself, 
"Who  came  to  look  at  pictures  and  stained  glass. 
Or  hear  the  organ,  and  the  full-voiced  priests 
Chanting  Te  Deums  on  a  festal  morn. 

The  pastime  tired  at  last,  "  What 's  France  to  me  ?  " 
He  said  and  sighed,  "  Let 's  seek  that  fresher  land; — 
Our  own  land,  where  a  public  soul  remains 
To  guide  the  public  body  !     Let  us  go — 
For  I  am  weary  of  the  beat  of  drum — 
The  dust  of  troops — the  slavery  and  the  slaves ; — 
AvlA  long  to  rush  into  tlie  open  air 
Out  of  this  fever — to  'ie  land  of  Health; — 
To  tread  the  sward  of  Freedom,  and  inhale 
The  fresh,  pure  atmosphere  that  freemen  love." 
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rTHE  Lord  Fitz-Neville  had  one  passionate  love- 
The  love  of  hunting ;  love  that  nurtures  hope 
In  the  mild  bosoms  of  presumptive  heirs ; 
And  most  intensely  when  in  life's  decline 
The  staid  possessor  of  some  good  estate 
Thinks  it  befitting  he  should  wed  a  girl. 
So  Lord  Fitz-Neville  hunted  ;  had  good  sport ; 
Bought  many  horses  with  my  lady's  dower  j 
Went  OL   he  turf,  and  kept  a  racing  stud  ; 
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And  gave  the  county  three  new  packs  of  hounds. 
But  being  vexed  one  day,  and  thinking  more 
Of  his  vexation  and  its  secret  cause 
Than  of  the  horse  he  rode — a  quiet  beast — 
The  creature  stumbled,  and  my  lord  was  thrown 
Over  the  hedge  into  a  stony  field, 
And  lay  insensible.     They  took  him  home, 
And  plied  the  electric  wire  for  speedy  help. 
And  brought  physicians  from  the  capital, 
Who  came  express,  by  horses  and  by  steam, 
And  issued  bulletins  from  day  to  day. 
Signed  by  three  magnates  of  the  healing  art, 
To  tell  how  much — or  little — hope  there  was.    . 

Three  weeks  he  lay,  nor  knew  the  face  of  man. 
Nor  any  kindness  that  was  offered  him, 
Nor  his  wife's  touch  upon  his  fevered  brow. 
Nor  any  word  of  hope  ;  and  then  he  died. 
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Great  was  the  sorrow,  for  my  lord  v/as  good  ; 

A  model  magistrate,  an  upright  man, 

An  English  gentleman,  wed  but  six  months, 

And  sent  untimely  to  his  last  account. 

In  the  ripe  autumn  of  his  vigorous  days. 

Great  was  tlie  sympathy  ;  and  great,  perchance, 

The  wonder  of  the  garrulous  peasantry 

In  hamlets,  farms,  and  homesteads  round  about, 

Mouthed  by  old  gaffers  at  the  alehouse  porch, 

And  chattered  o'er  their  tea  by  pitying  wives 

And  grandams  skilful  in  such  human  lore ; 

If  my  lord's  brother  were  indeed  a  Lord, 

And  had  an  earldom  and  a  fair  estate 

To  leave  the  eldest  of  his  five  tall  sons  ; 

Or,  whether  in  the  ripening  growth  of  Time 

A  new-born  heir  would  crush  their  nascent  hopes. 

And  make  Sir  Thomas  what  he  pined  to  be, 

The  happy  grandsire  oi  a  race  of  peers  ? 


/ 


88 


A  MAN'S  HEART.  [CANTO  IV. 


Time  came  and  went ;  and  ere  a  year  had  passed 
The  new  Fitz-Nevilles,  safe  and  well  assured, 
Dwelt  in  the  ancient  seat ;  and  Edith  doffed 
The  formal  weeds  that  blazon  widowhood, 
And  set  a  label  on  a  woman's  grief. 
And  robed  herself  in  sensible  attire — 
One  of  the  common  world  through  which  she  moved  ; 
And  great  Sir  Thomas,  gathering  strength  anew 
From  the  approaching  advent  of  the  "Whigs; 
(The  Tories  having  wrecked  the  ship  of  state, 
Or  maybe,  saved  it,  as  the  "Whigs  declared. 
By  being  beaten) ;  looked  about  and  saw 
Another  chance  of  honours  long  desired, 
Intensely  coveted,  and  well-nigh  clutched. 
He  was  the  county  member,  well  secured : 
His  eldest  son,  at  sore  expense,  had  wrenched 
The  obstinate  borough  from  the  Tory  grasp. 
And  both  were  voters ;  loyal,  staunch,  and  true, 
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Pairing  for  Whigs  whenever  Whigs  were  right, 

Voting  for  Whigs  whenever  Whigs  were  wrong, 

The  bright  exemplars  of  all  party  men. 

And  were  not  such  high  principles  and  votes 

Worth  the  small  purchase  of  a  barony  ? 

He  thought,  he  dreamed,  he  hoped,  he  knew  they  were. 

He  fslt  the  coronet  upon  his  brow  ; 

Unseen  of  others — palpable  to  him — 

A  vision,  bordering  on  reality. 

And  Edith  roamed  once  more  in  Erlwood  Park, 
And  read  her  book,  and  fed  her  milk-white  fawn. 
As  if  she  still  were  Edith  Bellenden  ; 
And  two  long  years  were  but  a  morning  dream, 
Scared  into  nothing  by  the  dawn  of  day. 


Oh,  she  was  beautiful  beyond  belief  1 
More  beautiful  than  when  a  thoughtless  girl 
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She  knew  no  sorrow  and  imagined  none, 
Save  in  the  melting  pages  of  Romance  ;— 
More  beautiful  than  when  beneath  the  boughs 
She  took  the  offering  of  a  guileless  heart, 
Herself  as  guileless  then  ; — more  beautiful 
By  all  the  added  loveliness  of  thought, 
And  the  deep  sorrow  hidden  in  her  soul. 
Which  had  refined  and  chastened  her  since  then. 
She  seemed  too  fair  for  Earth,  too  sad  for  Heaven. 

And  no  one  knew  her  anguish  but  herself ; — 
For  she  had  given  her  hand  without  her  heart. 
After  great  struggle — after  many  tears — 
Because  she  reckoned  filial  duty  much  ; 
Herself,  as  nothing.     She  had  sold  her  peace 
For  empty  title,  which  she  valued  not ; 
And,  like  the  Patriarch's  son,  had  lain  her  down, 
Moaning  and  helpless,  but  obedient  still, 
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On  the  grim  ultar  which  her  sire  had  built 

To  offer  up  his  human  sacrifice 

To  his  false  gods  of  Vanity  and  Pride. 
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She  told  her  lord  the  truth  before  she  wed, 
And  afterwards,  with  many  a  blinding  tear. 
The  easy  Earl  disliked  all  sentiment; 
And  he  had  taken  her  without  her  heart ; 
Her,  and  her  money  ;  and  been  good  and  kind, 
And  treated  her  with  gentle  courtesies. 
Until  she  owned  in  silence  and  remorse. 
And  secret  confidence, — if  such  it  be. 
When  Conscience  is  the  only  confidant, — 
That  had  he  been  her  brother,  or  i    r  sire, 
Or  any  other  than  her  wedded  lord, 
She  could  have  weighed  his  kindness  and  respect, 
And  balanced  them  with  friendship  and  esteem. 
But  he  was  dead; — and  'twas  a  sin  no  more 
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To  think  of  Arthur  Westwood,  so  beloved, 

So  distant,  so  estranged,  so  lost  to  her  ; 

Far  on  the  outer  verge  of  the  abyss 

Which  she  had  dug  beneath  their  yearning  feet; — 

Hereafter  doomed  to  walk  on  different  paths ; — 

No  more  to  tread  the  same — ah,  never  more  I 


The  cottage  of  the  Westwoods  was  for  sale. 
With  all  its  furniture,  except  the  books. 
She  bought  it,  through  her  agent,  in  his  name ; 
And  her  dull  sire,  who  never  dreamed  of  hearts, 
Or  anything  but  money,  rank,  and  power, 
Could  never  fathom  why  she  wasted  gold    . 
On  such  a  purchase.     Here  she  often  went 
And  sat  upon  the  chairs  where  he  had  sat. 
And  saw  his  nan>e  inscribed  upon  the  wall. 
Entwined  in  hers,  with  true-love  knots  between. 
From  the  same  window  out  of  which  he  'd  gazed 
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Upon  the  lovely  landscape  spread,  below         -^ 
She  looked,  and  found  a  pleasure  in  the  sight. 
And  when  the  blackbird  in  the  hawthorn  grove 
Sang  joyous,  said  she  to  herself,  "  That  song 
Pleased  him  in  other  days,  and  pleases  me." 
Amid  the  ivy  clustering  to  the  roof 
Darted    the    swallows ;    he    had    watched    their 

flight 
In  melancholy  noons,  and  so  would  she. 
To  the  green  sward  beneath  the  window-sill 
A  frequent  visitor,  for  charity, 
Came  the  bold  robin;,  and  she  gave  the  dole 
To  the  blithe  beggar  with  the  glittering  eye, 
Because  he  gave  it, — steward  of  his  alms. 
She  trimmed  the  rose-trees  in  the  garden-walk. 
Because  he  trimmed  them  in  the  happy  days 
When  he  believed  in  her,  and  in  himself. 
She  nurtured  sorrow  by  a  thousand  arts. 
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And  fed  it  with  a  thousand  sympathies,  "'' 

And  was  repaid,  because  she  thought  of  him. 

Time  wore,  and  she  had  suitors  at  her  feet. 
The  Curate  fresh  from  Oxford,  with  white  hands, 
White  face,  white  brow,  white  neckcloth  and  white  teeth, 
But  with  a  batch  of  hazy  principles. 
Scarlet  as  Rome ;  whose  talk  was  evermore 
Of  crosses,  candlesticks  and  papal  gear;  .     ' 

Laid  formal  siege  and  battery  to  her  heart. 
He  thundered  at  her  gates  with  piety, 
Or  strove  to  sap  the  fortress  with  soft  words, 
And  would  not  be  denied  or  robbed  of  hope ; — 
For  he  was  rich  in  bountiful  conceit 
And  thought  no  woman  could  resist  a  tongue 
So  oily,  glib  and  specious  as  his  own. 

And  a  smooth  cousin  of  the  Earl  deceased, 
A  captain  in  the  Guards,  with  whiskers  huge,  ^ 
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Who  could  not  speak  without  a  burst  of  slang, 

And  smoked  from  morn's  first  dawn  till  evening's  close, 

And  seemed  to  have  no  aim  or  end  of  life 

But  to  consume  tobacco— thought  one  day, 

Between  two  whiffs — while  shaving — that  he  'd  make 

Great  sacrifice,  and  give  himself  away. 

That  Edith  would  accept  him,  could  he  doubt  ? 

But  she  refused  him,  and  he  answered  "  Haw  1 " 

And  smoked  no  longer  for  a  round  half-hour. 

And  then  recovering  consciousness  and  peace, 

He  smoked  again  as  briskly  as  before, 

And  thought,  betwixt  two  other  long-drawn  whiffs. 

What  an  escape  he  'd  had  from  slavery 

To  apron-strings  ;  and  then  said  "  Haw ! "  again. 

Half  vexed,  half  satisfied,  and  sore  perplexed  ; 

But  still  in  confidence  to  his  sweet  self. 

And  there  were  other  suitors  ; — ^human  flies. 
That  ever  drone  and  buzz  at  honey-pots. 
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With  busy  wing — lank  legs — and  suckers  dry 

For  want  of  golden  sweets — that  long  to  light 

Upon  the  paths  of  widows  richly  dower'd, 

And  settle  there  ; — ^insatiate  as  wasps 

That  dig  their  feelers  into  luscious  pears, 

Or  burrow  into  peach  and  apricot. 

But  she  pass'd  through  them,  as  the  sunny  beam 

On  which  the  midges  dance,  strikes  through  the  crowd 

Of  little,  nimble,  pestilential  things 

That  revel  in  its  light,  and  knew  them  not. 


And  there  came  news  to  Arthur  far  away, 
In  the  great  whirl  and  Maelstrom  of  the  town, 
Of  all  that  Edith  suffered  for  his  sake. 
The  life  she  led,  the  offers  she  refused. 
And  all  the  gradual  blighting  of  her  days. 
But  he  was  smitten  with  a  fearful  plague. 
The  love  he  thought  she  scorned,  had  grown  to  hate ; — 
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The  hace  as  bitter  as  the  love  was  true. 
And  in  the  struggle  he  essayed  to  drown 
The  fierce  remembrance  both  of  hate  and  love. 

He  lived  a  life  of  lightning— not  of  light 

Rapid  and  brilliant,  but  most  deadly  sad : 
A  constant  battle  with  one  haunting  thought 
That  stared  him  in  the  face,  and  aU  night  long 
Lay  watchful  on  the  pillow  where  he  moaned, 
Or  through  his  curtains,  with  an  angel's  face, 
Peered  in  the  lengthening  vigils  of  the  night. 
Stabbing  him  through  the  eyes,  into  the  brain. 
With  thoughts  empoisoned.    Whither  could  he  fly  ? 
Where  was  his  Lethe  ?     Travel  was  too  slow, 
And  politics  too  dull,  and  art  too  tame, 
And  battle— which  he  thought  of— too  unjust 
To  give  him  the  sublime  forgetfulness 
Of  self  and  personal  sorrow  that  he  craved. 
Oh,  whither,  whither  should  he  turn  for  peace? 
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In  what  sweet  fountain  should  he  bathe  his  heart, 

To  clear  it  from  that  black  and  burning  drop 

Of  passionate  gall  ?    His  friend,  and  father's  friend, 

The  Vicar,  came  from  Erlwood's  quiet  groves 

To  give  him  comfort ;  but  he  came  in  vain, 

A  kindly  man,  a  wise  philosopher, 

A  pastor  most  benign,  his  threefold  pow'r 

Fell  idly  on  that  proud  and  smitten  heart. 

Which  in  the  waywardness  of  young  desire 

Had  looked  for  heavenly  rapture  on  the  earth. 

And  could  not,  for  its  wounds,  look  up  to  Heaven. 

He  scorned  philosophy,  that  could  not  cure 

An  evil  deep  as  his.    He  did  not  scorn 

Religion  and  its  teachings  ;  but  his  soul. 

Leaning  on  earth  as  youthful  souls  will  lean, 

Looked  downwards,  and  not  up,  and  could  not  see 

The  starlight  peering  through  the  nether  gloom. 

His  love  had  been  too  human  and  too  fond,  ^ 
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And  was  too  closely  riveted  with  hate, 
Or  what  he  deemed  was  hate— though  'twas  but  love 
Stung  into  frenzy— to  be  linked  with  Heaven. 
And  so  he  listened  to  the  soothing  hopes 
The  pious  preacher  poured  into  his  mind, 
And  was  not  soothed :  and  so,  from  day  to  day 
Feeding  fierce  thoughts  in  fruitful  solitude, 
He  grew  enamoured  of  his  own  despair, 
And  played  with  it,  and  nursed  it,  like  a  toy. 
And  Arthur's  father,  pitying  much  his  son. 
Ceased  to  console.     "  Time's  homoeopathy 
Will  bring  him  solace :  lightnings  cannot  flash 
On  the  dark  skies  for  ever.     Rains  must  fall 
When    clouds    are    heavy,    but    the    clouds    must 

pass  ; 
And  a  new  love,  more  mighty  than  the  first. 
Bursting  upon  him  like  the  blooms  of  spring. 
Shall  fill  his  being  with  a  new  delight 
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That  shall  efface  remembrance  of  old  days. 
Let  him  alone.    The  heart  that  has  no  grief 
Is  but  a  dull  and  barren  stone  at  best — 
A  quiet,  happy,  and  unfeeling  stone ; 
And  Sorrow  ripens  Life  to  glorious  deeds 
That  might  have  languished  in  the  nothingness 
Of  too  much  ease.    The  soil  where  grief  is  grown 
Is  fruitful  soil  for  joy  ;  and  have  not  I 
Struggled  with  sorrow  for  philosophy, 
And  gained  the  laurel  branch  and  victor's  crown? 
And  so  shall  he :  I  see  it  in  his  eyes, 
And  trace  it  in  the  words  of  his  despair." 

Thus  Westwood  argued  with  his  anxious  heart, 
And  gathered  for  himself  the  wayside  flowers 
Of  comfort  he  could  feel,  but  not  bestow  ; 
Then  hied  him  to  his  music  with  new  zeal, 
To  work  upon  a  cherished  theory,  ^ 
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And  draw  the  Boul  of  heavenly  harmony 
From  the  entranced  body— dumb — ^not  dead, 
Of  ancient  music,  such  as  Plato  heard ; 
Or  that  which  charmed  divine  Pythagoras, 
Lost  to  the  moderns  ;  but  of  which,  perchance. 
He  in  his  happiest  hour  had  found  the  key. 
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There  came  one  day  a  missive  to  his  club 
From  Thomas  Bellenden,  the  eldest  son 
Of  great  Sir  Thomas,  begging  him  to  grant 
Five  minutes'  interview  on  urgent  need. 
The  young  man  came;  and  after  little  space. 
Sufficient  for  the  simple  tale  he  told — 
Both  drove  together  fast  as  steeds  could  run 
To  high  Tybumia,  where  Sir  Thomas  kept 
State  like  an  earl ; — oh,  miserable  man, 
That  could  not  be  an  earl,  though  richer  far 
Tlian  any  brace  of  earls  in  all  the  land  1 
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And  there  they  saw,  in  mild  autumnal  grace, 
Her  white  hair  parted  on  her  open  brow. 
Good  Mistress  Bellenden,  the  knight's  best  friend, 
Sister— and  careful  matron  of  his  home.  , 

She,  sadly  smiling,  without  waste  of  words, 
Opened  her  heart ;  "  Is  it  not  sad,"  she  said, 
"  That  a  young  life,  most  innocent  and  pure, 
Should  waste,  and  be  consumed,  and  fade  away. 
When  one  kind  word  might  lift  it  into  hope. 
And  hope  to  healing  ?    Edith  Bellenden — 
She  loves  the  old  name  better  than  the  new — 
Dies  without  malady,  save  that  which  lurks 
Insidious  in  the  secret  of  her  heart. 
She  dies  for  Love.    There  was  a  time,  my  friend, 
When  I,  and  you,  perchance,  with  thoughtless  smile 
Might  have  denied  the  power  of  Love  to  kiU, 
Or  talked  incredulous  of  broken  hearts) : 
But  we  are  wiser  now  ;  or  else,  should  be. 
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Edith,  the  lovely  child,  so  good,  so  true, 
The  docile  victim  of  her  father's  pride, 
Dies  for  the  love  of  Arthur.     Tell  him  so. 
Tell  him,  moreover,  that  she  never  loved, 
With  the  remotest  shadow  of  a  thought, 
Other  than  him :  and  that,  in  few  short  weeks, 
That  pure,  unsullied  life  will  bloom  in  Heaven 
Unless  he  can  retain  it  on  the  earth 
By  one  kind  word  or  look.     She  knows  not  this  ; 
And  she  might  die  of  shame  were  she  to  learn 
That  I  became  so  forward  in  her  cause, 
And  bared  her  weakness  to  the  gaze  of  one 
Who  might,  in  haughtiness  of  poor  revenge, 
Exult  to  see  it — and  respond  with  scorn. 
Tell  him  the  truth  ;  and  let  his  heart  decide 
On  its  own  action :  mine  hath  done  its  part, 
Ajjd  yours  will  aid  it,  or  I  cannot  read 
The  soul  that  glistens  in  your  sorrowing  eyes." 
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"  If  Arthur  be  like  me,"  the  father  said, 
Taking  the  gentle  speaker  by  both  hands, 
"  This  news  will  fill  him  with  a  grievous  joy  ; 
And  if  her  life  depend  upon  his  smile, 
Death  shall  repent,  and  drop  his  pitying  hand, 
And  spare  the  blossoming  tree.    But  who  can  tell 
How  wild  and  wicked  is  a  young  man's  heart  ? 
And  this  boy's  heart  hath  hot  Italian  blood 
That  chafes  at  Reason  when  it  braves  his  will. 
But  he  is  generous,  and  he  loved  this  girl 
With  all  the  fervour  of  his  mother's  clime, 
And  all  the  truth  of  honourable  souls. 
And  if  that  love  remain — ay,  if  one  spark 
Of  that  great  fire  be  smouldering  in  him  still. 
It  may  revive.    I  '11  find  him  ere  an  hour. 
And  learn  if  there  be  healing  in  his  words. 
Meantime,  dear  lady,  comfort  and  console 
The  perishing  flower.    Breathe  hope  into  her  mind, 
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For  Hope  is  life.     Deceive  her,  if  thou  wilt, 
With  hopes  unfounded — anything  for  life. 
And  trust  to  me,  and  God's  great  charity. 
And  Love,  the  master  Spirit  of  the  world, 
That  Hope  and  Love  shall  purify  themselves, 
And  dwell  together.     Sister  I  fare  thee  well ! " 
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QPEN I  wide  open— to  the  setting  sun 

That  poured  its  slant  beams  on  the  chequered  floor 

Through  tangled  fretwork  of  the  clambering  vine  ;- 

Open — wide  open  to  the  evening  breeze, 

That  blew  balm-laden  from  the  bounteous  West, 

Stood  Edith's  lattice.     There  she  loved  to  sit 

To  watch  the  darkness  creeping  on  the  day, 

And  dream  sad  homilies  of  life  and  love 

Fading,  or  faded,— like  the  summer  morn 

That  shone  so  beautiful  and  passed  so  soon. 
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On  her  white  garments,  and  her  pale  white  hands, 
The  rose-red  lustre  of  the  evening  fell, 
As  on  the  marble  statue  of  a  saint 
Falls  crimson  splendour  through  cathedral  aislei , 
And  clad  her  with  a  glory  caught  from  Heaven. 
Beside  her  sat  a  maiden  fair  as  she, 
Yet  not  so  lovely  ;  not  a  shadow  of  cloud 
Dwelt  on  the  May-day  of  that  happy  face. 
Which  had  been  &irer  had  a  grief  been  there. 
And  left  its  delicate  tracery  in  her  eyes, 
Or  its  faint  echo  on  her  silvery  tongue. 

"  Sing  to  me,  Rose — my  Rose-bud,"  Edith  said  ; 
"  Sweet  singers  find  no  labour  in  their  song, 
But  sing  for  pure  delight,  as  lark  or  thrush  ; 
And  thou  art  like  them  in  luxurious  ease    . 
Of  opulent  melody,  that  from  thy  throat 
Pours,  as  from  laden  clouds  the  summer  rain. 
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Thy  song  nor  tires  thyself  nor  listeners  : 

Sing  then,  to  please  me,  any  English  song 

That  has  a  heart  in  it — of  joy  or  grief. 

There's  something  in  thy  voice  that  floats  my  soul 

Nautilus-like  upon  a  sunny  sea, 

The  waves  beneath  me — the  blue  skies  above. 

Sing  to  me,  Rose,  and  waft  me  from  myself. 

And  let  me  travel  over  boundless  deeps 

To  golden  slopes  and  bowery  isles  of  song." 


Rose  Trevor,  friend  and  comrade  of  her  youth. 
The  dear  companion  of  her  childish  days, 
Who  left  the  calm  seclusion  of  her  home 
To  watch  and  tend  her  in  sore  malady. 
Bom  of  the  mind,  the  worst  that  flesh  can  feel. 
Pressed  her  pale  hands  in  hers,  and  smiling  sang. 
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How  many  thoughts  I  give  thee ! 

Come  hither  on  the  grass, 
And  if  thou'lt  count  unfailing 

The  green  blades  as  we  pass: 
Or  the  leaves  that  sigh  and  tremble 

To  the  sweet  wind  of  the  west, 
Or  the  rippl'^s  of  the  river, 

Or  the  sunbeams  on  its  breast, 
I'll  count  the  thoughts  I  give  thee, 

My  beautiful,  my  best ! 


How  many  joys  I  owe  thee ! 

C!ome  sit  where  seas  run  high, 
And  count  the  heaving  billows 

That  break  on  the  shore  and  die — 
Or  the  grains  of  sand  they  fondle. 

When  the  storms  are  overblown. 
Or  the  pearls  in  the  deep  sea  caverns, 

Or  the  stars  in  the  milky  zone, 
And  I  '11  count  the  joys  I  owe  thee, 

My  beautiful,  my  own  I 
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And  how  much  love  I  proffer ! 

Come  scoop  the  ocean  dry, 
Or  weigh  in  thy  tiny  balance 

The  star-ships  of  the  sky ; 
Or  twine  around  thy  fingers 

The  sunlight  streaming  wide, 
Or  fold  it  in  thy  bosom. 

While  the  world  is  dark  beside ; 
And  I  '11  tell  how  much  I  love  thee, 

My  beautiful,  my  bride  ! 


"  I  thought,"  said  Edith,  when  the  song  had  ceased, 

"  I  heard  a  sigh,  and  then  a  stir  of  leaves. 

As  if  some  stranger  in  the  garden  walk 

Had  lurked  to  listen ; — prithee,  look  and  see  1 " 


The  fair  face  glimmered  through  the  clustering  vine, 
Like  sunlight  streaming  through  the  woods  of  June, 
And  the  soft  voice  made  answer,  "  Fancied  sigh, 
And  fancied  stranger,  or  perchance  a  bird 
Amid  the  ivy  at  the  cottage  door." 
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"  Forgive  the  fancy  then,  my  Rose,  my  love; 
And  sing  again, — but  sing  to  me  no  more 
Such  lilt  of  joy,  to  waken  in  my  soul 
The  sad  remembrance  of  departed  time, 
Linked  with  the  name  of  him  whose  thought  it  spoke, 
When  from  his  heart  he  poured  it  upon  mine. 
Gay  music  makes  me  sad,  so,  prithee,  Bose, 
Sing  me  a  doleful,  melancholy  song 
Such  as  Ophelia,  crazed  and  strewing  flowers, 
Sings  in  the  play.    If  pleasure  make  me  weep, 
Sorrow,  perchance,  may  soothe  me  into  smiles." 

Again  the  singer,  with  her  mellow  voice, 
Kipe,  round,  and  full,  and  careful  of  the  words, 
As  every  singer,  worthy  of  the  name, 
Should  strive  to  be — sang  as  her  friend  desired. 
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How  could  I  tell  that  death  was  there  ? 
I  shot  mine  arrow  in  the  air, 
And  knew  not  of  the  bonnie  bird 
Singing  aloft,  unseen,  unheard, 

Oh,  idle  aim  I 

Oh,  sorrow  and  shame ! 

0  arrow,  that  did  my  heart  the  wrong ! 
It  slew  the  bird,  it  hushed  the  song ! 

How  could  I  tell  its  fatal  power  ? 

1  breathed  a  word  in  Beauty's  Bower, 
And  knew  not,  most  unhappy  boy, 
What  charm  was  in  it  to  destroy ; 

Oh,  idle  breath  I 

Oh,  shaft  of  death  ! 
Oh,  fatal  word  which  I  deplore, 
It  slew  my  peace  for  evermore ! 


"  It  is  not  fancy,  or  my  senses  fail," 
Said  Edith,  starting  as  the  song  expired 
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In  lingering  whispers  on  the  placid  air  ; 

"  Hark  to  the  footfall,  and  the  crash  of  boughs  !*' 

Rose  Trevor  looked  again,  and  thought  she  saw, 

A  rapid  shadow  flash  across  the  lawn; 

But  hid  the  truth,  as  nothing  in  itself, 

Or  only  potent  to  disturb  a  brain. 

Made  sensitive  by  sorrow  j  and  sat  down, 

The  two  pale  hands  in  hers,  and  calmly  said, 

"  Edith  1  'twas  but  a  fancy  as  before — 

There  are  no  listeners  but  thy  heart,  dear  love  : 

And  if  there  were,  the  song  that  pleases  thse 

Might  well  attract  thy  grooms.    I'll  sing  no  more. 

For,  lo  I  the  sun  has  sunk  into  the  west 

And  the  night  air  grows  chilly."    Then  she  rose 

And  shut  the  lattice  ;  and  with  kiss  as  pure 

As  infant  to  an  infant,  went  her  way 

To  her  own  chamber  with  a  fond  "  good  night." 
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And  Edith  thanked  her  with  beseeching  eyes, 

And  sought  the  couch  where   wakeful  dreams   were 

guests, 
And  sleep,  the  comforter,  was  coy  to  come. 

That  night  was  morning  dawn  of  happiness 
To  one  unhappy.    All  night  long  he  strayed. 
Sleepless,  around  the  outer  avenues, 
And  watched  the  light,  to  him  a  cynosure. 
That  glimmered  from  her  chamber  through  the  dark. 
And  said  within  himself,  "  When  comes  the  day — 
I  will  confess  the  evil  I  have  thought. 
And  sue  for  pardon ;  I'll  declare  my  love. 
The  love  I  strove  to  wrench  from  out  my  heart, 
The  love  immortal  that  refused  to  die. 
Though  I  decreed  it  daily  to  the  death." 

But  when  the  morning  came  his  spirit  failed, 
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And  idly  dallying  with  his  new-born  hopes^ 
The  later  blossoms  of  a  blighted  life — 
Deferred  fruition,  lest  a  second  blight 
Should  nip  them,  also,  ere  the  harvest  time. 

Night  after  night  he  wandered  silently 
Through  the  old  haunts — to  happy  childhood  dear — 
Of  his  own  cottage,  doubly  his,  now  hers. 
And  saw  the  lonely  taper  in  her  room, 
A  love-star,  whose  love-secret  no  one  knew 
Except  himself;  and  watched  it  until  morn 
With  fairer  radiance  dispossessed  its  beam, 
And  sent  him  back  again  to  common  life. 
Nerved  for  all  struggles,  strong  again  in  hope, 
With  heart  unburthened,  and  with  head  erect. 
And  eyes  that  took  a  pleasure  in  the  light 
And  drooped  no  longer  in  the  dark  forlorn. 
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Of  him  that  roamed  without ;  of  Arthur's  self 

Love-guided  to  her  solitary  home, 

Yet  lacking  heart  to  look  upon  her  face 

And  words  to  breathe,  what  he  desired  to  speak, 

And  she  to  hear.     Oh,  power  of  blessed  Hope  ! 

Oh,  sovran  balsam !     Best  medicament  I 

Sweet  as  the  breath  of  Spring  to  opening  flowers. 

Warm  as  the  sunshine  to  the  bursting  buds, 

And  potent  as  the  moon  on  laggard  tides ! 

It  brought  new  lustre  to  her  eloquent  eyes, 

And  to  her  cheeks  the  crimson  they  had  lost. 

And  to  her  lips  the  smile  they  'd  ceased  to  wear 

Since  the  dark  day  when  at  her  sire's  command 

She  gave  to  "  duty  "  what  was  love's  alone, 

And  laid  her  heart  upon  a  funeral  pyre 

With  filial  piety  and  hidden  tears. 

But  Joy  and  Sorrow  are  like  Day  and  Night, 
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Twin-born  of  Time,  who  walk  together  still, 

Inseparable,  the  substance  and  the  shade; 

For  if  one  smiles  and  loads  the  heart  with  gifts. 

The  other  frowns  and  takes  the  gifts  away. 

One  scatters  glory,  wealth,  dominion,  power, 

The  other,  if  she  leave  the  toys  intact, 

Will  take  away  a  child,  or  blessed  health, 

Or  heavenly  reason,  dearest  boon  of  all. 

Oh,  traitors  both,  and  not  to  be  believed ! 

Cheats  that  belie  the  promises  they  make. 

And  balance  life  with  death  ;  yet  friendly  still, — 

For  if  the  heart  were  drunk  with  constant  joy 

Madness  might  crown  himself  anointed  King, 

And  dispossess  the  old  inheritor  ; 

And  Sorrow,  were  she  Queen  too  absolute. 

Might  lose  her  throne  to  one  more  fierce  than  she. 

And  yield  her  broken  sceptre  to  Despair. 

Great  are  the  balances  of  Day  and  Night, 
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Of  Summer  and  of  Winter— Up  and  Down  ; 
Great  are  the  balances  of  Joy  and  Grief. 
Almighty  Power  decreed  their  twofold  life  ; 
Almighty  Love  maintains  their  imison. 
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And  so,  when  Edith,  drinking  life  anew 

From  Hope's  pure  atmosphere  that  robed  the  world, 

Saw  through  its  golden  haze  the  star  of  love 

That  seemed  to  have  set  and  vanished  from  the  sky. 

But  now  rose  clear  again,  and  shot  afar 

Radiance  divine  ;-~she  thought  that  joy  once  more 

Might  dwell  beside  her  as  in  olden  days  : 

But  dreamed  not  of  the  spectral  balances 

That  equalize  the  fortunes  of  mankind, 

Nor  saw  that  Sorrow  in  a  new  disguise 

Would  steal  invidious  on  her  upward  path 

And  break  her  flowers  and  dull  her  brightening 
day. 
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In  the  upper  skies  of  Trade,  hoarse  thunders  rolled. 
The  demigods  of  Commerce  shook  their  beards 
And  spake  their  sore  amaze,  that  one  of  them, 
The  Lucifer,  amid  their  sinless  choir. 
Should  fall  from  Credit,  that  imperial  seat, 
And  carry  with  him  in  his  downward  flight 
To  the  deep  Hades  and  the  hopeless  dark 
Of  Bankruptcy  and  Ruin,  such  a  rout 
Of  minor  potentates  and  satellites 
Who  shared  his  glory  once,  and  now  his  shame. 
Through  Bank,  Exchange,  and  Bourse,  the  rumour  sped 
And  gathered  strength  and  clearness  as  it  grew. 
That  the  great  House,  the  overshadowing  House, 
The  House  of  Bellenden — renowned  and  high. 
And  never  doubted  for  a  hundred  years. 
Shook  at  its  very  basement.     Envious  men, 
O'erladen  with  the  news,  relieved  their  souls 
By  noising  it  abroad.     Alas,  too  true  1 
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It  was  not  built  upon  the  solid  rock 
Of  prudent  Trade,  but  on  the  shifting  sands, 
The  treacherous  quagmires,  ?.nd  the  rotten  bogs 
Of  desperate  Speculation,  and  must  fall 
With  crash  to  startle  and  confound  the  world. 
Even  as  they  spake,  the  gaping  multitude 

Became  aware  that  ruin  was  at  hand. 

High  in  the  air  rose  clouds  of  flying  dust. 

Low  through  the  ground  a  rumbling  noise  was  heard. 

As  of  convulsion  in  the  nether  depths  ; 

And,  lo  1  the  fabric  tottered — shivered — broke 

And  lay  as  prostrate  as  Lisboa's  towers 

When   earthquake   smote  them— shapeless,  worthless, 
nought ; 

And  men  grew  pale,  and  whispered  each  to  each, 
"  Who  is  secure  ?  if  House  like  this  can  fall, 
Wliom  shall  we  trust  ?     The  world  is  old  and  sick, 
And  Trade 's  a  rottenness,  and  Truth  a  lie." 
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Of  all  that  mighty  wealth  there  scarce  remained 
Pittance  enough  to  pay  the  labourers 
Who  scraped  the  ruined  heap  for  waifs  and  strays. 
Of  all  that  power,  Whose  natne  was  like  the  blast 
Of  martial  trump  and  clarion  in  the  strife, 
To  stir  the  hearts  of  enterprising  men. 
Nothing  was  left ;  its  very  shadow  passed, 
And  name  and  fame  were  idle  as  a  breath 
Spoke  in  a  desert  centuries  ago  ; 
Or,  ere  a  month  had  passed,  became  the  scoff 
Of  portly  men  whose  money  was  their  god, 
Whose  own  soap-bubbles  glittered  to  the  sun, 
Ready  to  burst,  but  had  not  yet  collapsed. 
And  vanished  into  nothingness,  like  this. 

And  "  great  Sir  Thomas  " — mockery  of  words ! 
To  call  him  great  Avhose  greatness  v/as  as  dead 
As  last  year's  blossoms,  or  its  winter  wind — 
Endeavoured  with  strong  heart  and  stronger  will 
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To  show  new  greatness  in  adversity; 
To  lift  his  head  and  look  upon  the  world 
With  clear  eye  unabashed,  and  say— stiU  proud— 
"  Make  me  a  beggar— do  your  best,  or  worst- 
Take  from  me  all  things— money,  houses,  lands, 
Power,  station,  splendour— everything  ycu  will ! 
I  can  take  nothing  with  me  to  the  tomb, 
Nor  leave  to  any  one  who  follows  me 
Aught  but  my  honour.     If  you  leave  me  that, 
I  will  go  down  into  the  grave  in  peace, 
Nor  wish  to  live,  a  pauper  in  the  land, 
A  crawling,  pitiful,  and  abject  thing— 
A  worse  than  Lazarus,  who  ne'er  was  rich. 
And  never  fell  from  such  a  height  as  mine." 

But  the  strong  effort  cost  him  more  than  life. 
The  inner  conflict  was  too  fierce  to  bear. 
The  wounded  vanity,  the  trampled  pride, 
The  outraged  dignity,  the  sense  of  shame. 
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The  keen  regret  for  fair  dominion  lost 

Over  men's  homage,  and  their  flattering  tongues ; 

The  love  of  money  that  survived  the  wreck 

Of  money's  self,  and  pomp  that  money  brings ; 

All  warred  together,  in  a  worldly  mind 

That  had  no  trust  except  in  worldly  things, 

And  no  belief  in  goodness,  man's  or  God's  ; 

Till  the  fine  tendrils  of  the  brain  were  snapped, 

And  the  mind's  music  and  true  harmony 

Jarred  into  hopeless  discord,  or  was  dumb. 

And  great  Sir  Thomas,  little  to  the  world, 

Was  great  as  ever  in  his  own  conceit. 

And  fondly  clutched  imaginary  gold, 

And  counted  it,  and  hugged  it  to  his  heart ; 

Harangued  imaginary  Parliaments, 

And  put  upon  his  brow  ideal  crowns, 

And  sent  to  sea  imaginary  ships 

Freighted  with  dreamy  ventures,  huge  enough. 
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If  dreams  were  facts,  to  build  his  house  anew, 
With  tenfold  strength  to  overawe  mankind. 

And  Arthur,  much  amazed,  reproached  himself 
For  joy  that  came  unbidden,  when  he  heard 
The  great  calamity.     "Oh,  wayward  heart. 
Thou  treacherous,  bitter,  black,  and  guilty  thing ! 
Why  art  thou  glad  that  grief  like  this  hath  come 
On  her  and  on  her  father  ?     Why  shouldst  thou 
Take  pleasure  in  disaster  like  to  this  ? 
And  yet  thou  'rt  glad  ;  and  I  am  glad,  my  heart — 
Not  for  affliction — would  it  had  not  come  1 
Not  for  the  sorrow  ;  for  if  I  could  heal 
Or  lessen,  or  remove  it,  blest  were  I. 
But  all  thy  motives  are  mine  own,  dear  heart, 
And  I  can  see  thy  secrets  clear  as  noon  ; 
Thou  canst  not  cheat  me  ;  canst  not  hide  one  spring 
Of  all  that  moves  thee  ;  and  thy  joys,  like  mine. 
Flow  from  a  fountain  of  perennial  love 
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That  never  failed,  although  it  seemed  to  fail. 

For  are  we  not  made  free  ?    And  can  we  not 

Without  reproach  or  slander  of  the  world — 

Without  suspicion  that  vile  dross  and  gold 

Inspire  our  homage,  haste  to  Edith's  bower, 

And  lay  our  fortune,  life,  and  love,  and  hope, 

As  offerings  at  her  feet  ?    We  '11  go,  my  heart ! 

For  she  is  sick  and  needs  a  comforter  ; 

Weak  and  requires  support ;  distressed  and  sad. 

While  I  have  words  of  solace  on  my  lips, 

Panting  for  utterance  ;  poor,  while  I  am  rich — 

Ay,  doubly,  trebly  rich !     Oh,  happy  day. 

When  I  can  woo  her  for  herself  alone  I 

And  prove  to  her,  as  to  my  nobler  self, 

That  dearer  in  her  poverty  and  grief 

Is  Edith  Bellenden  to  him  she  scorned, 

Than  Edith  Bellenden,  in  blaze  of  wealth. 

And  bloom  of  beauty.     Heart !  thine  hour  has  come." 


y 


DO  V. 


CANTO  VI. 


HAPPINESS. 


le. 


1 


pi 


»> 


ia^^iness. 


-«o*. 


•> 


T  DJGEE I  oh,  linger !  ye  delicious  hours  1 
The  Btormful  March— the  tearful  April's  gone— 
And  life's  fresh  May,  with  all  its  buds  and  blooms, 
Its  balmy  odours,  and  ambrosial  skies, 
Smiles  on  two  loving  hearts,  dissevered  long. 

Linger,  oh,  linger !  ye  delicious  days, 
That  hopes  and  joys  may  blossom  like  the  flowers, 
That  happy  thoughts  may  sparkle  like  the  stars, 
And  peace  of  mind,  like  the  o'erarching  sky, 
Shine  forth  unclouded,  dropping  heavenly  dews  I 
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Linger,  oh,  linger !     Love  is  in  its  noon  ; 
Grief  is  forgotten  ;  pain  hath  passed  away  ; 
And  Memory,  if  her  mournful  voice  be  heard. 
Whispers  in  music  ;  if  her  shadow  fall, 
'Tis  but  to  show  how  glorious  is  the  light. 

Linger,  oh,  linger !     Yestermorn  were  wed 
Ajthur  and  Edith.     Be  it  thine,  O  Time, 
To  pay  them  recompense  for  sorrow  past. 
Time — such  as  thou — is  essence  of  all  Time, 
And  one  fair  day  may  rarry  in  its  breast 
The  joy  of  centuries.    They  suflfered  long  ;— 
Let  them  be  happy  !    And  if  grief  must  come 
Once  more  upon  them,  as  it  comes  to  all. 
Fill  up  the  interval  with  pure  delights  ; 
Make  every  minute  fruitful ;  shower  them  down 
Blessings  and  pleasures  in  each  tick  o'  th'  clock 
And  balance  of  thy  ceaseless  pendulum. 
Dispensing  grief  and  joy  to  all  who  live. 
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Thou  canst  not  stay  thy  course  ;  but  Love  and  Trrth 
Can  make  thy  minutes  bountiful  as  years, 
And  turn  the  years  to  ages.     Lova  is  wed  ; 
And  Truth  was  at  the  bridal  in  both  hearts, 
And  smiles  from  mutual  eyes  and  mingling  lips. 


And  Arthur's  sire  is  in  his  ancient  home, 
New  fitted  for  his  ease  by  Edith's  care  ; 
Amid  his  books,  his  music,  and  his  plants. 
As  mildly  happy  as  in  former  days  ; 
And  builds  new  melodies,  and  studies  hard 
To  ravish  from  the  undivulging  past 
The  buried  secret  of  the  songs  of  Greece, 
That  still  escapes  him,  and  still  seems  to  come. 

Quietly  flows  the  streamlet  of  his  life  ; 
And,  having  much  of  Love  and  little  Hate, 
He  takes  to  hating  something — for  a  change  ; 
And,  with  his  friend,  the  Vicar,  spends  his  nights 
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In  loading  (Epithets  of  harmless  scorn 
On  false  pretences,  and  on  foolish  books  ; 
And  on  tobacco,  and  on  smoking  boys  ; 
And  working  up  a  theory,  fine-spun. 
Of  woes  nicotian  looming  o'er  the  world  ; — 
Deterioration  of  the  human  race, 
Stunting  of  stature,  drying  up  of  brain, 
Shrivelling  of  beauty,  and  decrease  of  years. 
All  from  Tobacco,  and  its  senseless  use. 

And  then  the  Vicar  takes  the  other  side 
In  a  mock  combat ;  wondering  much  to  learn 
How  Homer  could  have  lived  without  cigars, 
Or  Socrates  and  Esop  without  pipes ; 
And  how  the  ancients  managed  to  exist 
Quidless  and  snuffless,  tealess,  coffeeless, 
Without  the  journal  and  the  printed  book. 
And  ever  and  anon  they  change  the  theme 
To  higher  questions  of  philology, 
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Philosophy,  and  politics,  and  war  : 

Or  how  to  raise  the  funds  to  buUd  a  school, 

Or  add  a  trifle  to  the  teacher's  dole; 

Or  read  the  letter  in  the  mom  received 

From  happy  Arthur  and  his  happier  bride, 

Sailing  in  Scotland  through  the  Hebrides. 
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When  lovers  look  upon  the  selfsame  flower, 
And  feel  it  beautiful ;  upon  the  sky. 
Glowing  with  gold  and  purple  in  the  West, 
Or  on  the  amber  splendours  of  the  Morn 
Lighting  the  landscape,  or  on  starry  nights 
Behold,  awe-struck,  the  living  firmament 
Ahhxze  with  worlds,  reproachful  of  our  pride, 
,iii('i  i'-^el  a  pleasure  words  are  poor  to  speak ; 
How  i\.pturou8  is  the  touch  of  clasping  hands, 
And  what  occult  transcendent  sympathies 
Glow  in  the  heart,  and  elevate  the  mind, 
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And  link  to  God,  to  Nature,  and  to  Man, 
The  spirits  twain  made  one  by  happy  Love !    ' 

Sucsh  joy  is  Edith's,  sailing  in  the  West ; 
Such  joy  is  Arthur's,  pensive  at  her  side  ; 
For  all  the  land,  magnificently  rude. 
With  isle,  and  mountain,  and  far-stretching  sea. 
And  musical  with  roar  >       aterfalls. 
And  murmur  of  the  waves  upon  the  beach. 
Appeals  where'er  they  go,  where'er  they  look. 
To  sympathies  benign.     Away  I     Away  I 
Through  changeful  scenes  of  ever  new  delight  1 — 
On  either  side  the  hoary  mountain-slopes 
Rise  like  the  Titan  fathers  of  the  clime. 
Lovely  in  sunshine — beautiful  in  shade; 
Or  in  their  mantles  of  majestic  mist, 
Lashed  by  the  storms  that  bellow  through  the  glens. 
Sad  as  disorownM  kings  and  potentates 
When  Revolution  surges  in  the  streets, 
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And  angry  voices  roar  for  Liberty. 
Away !     Away  I  amid- the  clustering  isles, 
Through  lonely  Mulla's  melancholy  Sound, 
Where  every  rock,  and  crag,  and  jutting  point 
Hath  its  own  legend  and  sad  history 
Of  Love  or  Hate,  Ambition  or  Revenge. 


■ 


At  every  turn,  what  memories  awake  ! 
Heroic  phantoms  shape  themselves  in  cloud — 
The  spectral  forms  of  chieftains,  bards,  and  kings, 
And  mighty  patriots  of  the  olden  time. 
And  wizard  voices  murmur  on  the  shore, 
Heard  of  the  Fancy — silent  to  the  ear, 
"  On  these  blue  waves  sailed  Fingal  and  his  hosts, 
Thronging  to  battle  with  uplifted  spears : 
On  these  grey  rocks  were  Haco's  warrior-ships 
Battered  to  fragments :  in  these  straths  and  glens 
The  kilted  Gael,  with  heather  in  their  caps. 
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Raised  the  loud  slogan  and  ferocious  yell, 
As  chief  met  chief  in  sanguinary  feud. 
And  here,  great  "Wallace,  freedom's  bravest  son. 
Made  Scotland  famous  in  the  ennobling  war 
Of    Eight    against    the    Wrong.     Here,    deep    con- 
cealed 
In  wild  sea  caves,  or  gullies  of  the  rock, 
Like  David,  followed  by  revengeful  Saul, 
A  desperate  and  a  broken  man  he  lay, 
But  never  lost  his  confidence  in  God, 
Or  love  for  Scotland. — Here,  in  moorlands  bleak, 
The  dauntless  souls,  oppressed  for  Conscience'  sake. 
Who  held  aloft  the  Bible  and  the  Sword, 
And  fought  with  both,  came  forth  on  Sabbath-days, 
'Mid  storm  and  rain,  bareheaded  to  the  sky, 
And  sang  their  psalms,  with  daggers  at  their  hips  ; 


Armed  to  resist,  as  if  their  prayers 
Were  treason  to  mankind.    A 


to  God 
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By  secret  summons— at  the  storm  of  drum 
And  burst  of  pibrochs  wailing  on  the  wind, 
Issued  Lochiel,  and  aU  the  gallant  hearts, 
Who,  for  a  name  which  grief  had  rendered  great, 
And  vast  calamity  had  purified 
From  taint  of  ancient  Wrong,  imperilled  Life- 
Fame,  Fortune,  Honour— all  that  men  desire 
To  mend  a  broken  sceptre,  passed  away 
From  hands  unfit  to  wield  it." 

On,  still  on, 
Amid  such  memories,  sailed  these  loving  two 
Through  Caledonian  isles  magnificent, 
And  fed  their  eyes  on  fair  sublimities 
And  mingling  grandeurs  of  the  Earth  and  Sea, 
Onwards !— stiU  on  I     To  Staflfa's  echoing  cave, 
Cathedral  of  the  Ocean — whose  high  fane 
Resounds  with  voices  of  the  waves  and  winds, 
Chanting  for  ever  holy  harmonies. 
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Such  as  they  chanted  in  Columba's  ears 
Wlien  first  he  preached  in  near  lona's  isle 
The  Gospel  of  the  poor,  the  sufferer's  hope— 
The  great  new  law  of  Charity  and  Love — 
A  new  law  still,  and  little  understood 
By  warring  sects  that  hate  their  fellow-man. 
And  there  they  linger'd  last  of  all  the  crowd, 
And  in  that  solemn  Temple  of  the  Lord, 
That  vaulted  Dome,  with  porphyry  pillars  huge, 
Not  made  by  human  hands,  they  stood  aloof, 
Alone  and  unperceived.    With  one  accord. 
They  joined  their  hands  in  token  of  their  truth, 
And  joined  their  lips  in  token  of  their  love, 
And  said,  without  a  word,  in  silent  thought 
Flashing  from  eyes  more  eloquent  than  tongues, 
"  Here  we  renew  the  promise  of  the  Past, 
And  in  the  presence  of  the  Invisible, 
In  His  own  Temple,  dedicate  our  lives 
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To  Him  and  to  each  other." 

Onward  still  I 
Through  Morven  and  Lochaber,— mournful  lands, 
Once  the  abode  of  brave,  true-hearted  men, 
But  wildernesses  now  for  sheep  and  deer. 
The  appanage  of  Luxury  ;— scarcely  trod 
Save  by  the  shepherd's  foot,  or,  rarer  still, 
By  Croesus  with  his  gun,  or  legal  drudge, 

Set  free  from  briefs   and  quirks,  and   Chancery 

fogs. 
From  August  till  November.    On !  still  on  1 
To  Ballahulish  and  its  hills  austere. 
And  wild  Glencoe,  the  saddest  spot  of  ground 
On  British  soil ;  where  every  mountain-top 
Re-echoes  "  Murder"  when  the  thunder  roars  ; 
And  the  clear  Cona,  with  reproachful  voice, 
Croons  like  a  beldam  that  has  known  o'ermuch, 
And  hmts  of  crimes  too  fearful  to  be  told. 
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Where  shall  they  turn?     To  shady  Aviemore 
And  green  Craigellachie,  embowered  on  Spey  ? 
Or  to  the  savage  haunts  and  purple  wilds, 
Where  great  Ben  Nevis  wraps  his  waist  in  cloud, 
And  with  his  bare  bald  head  looks  up  to  Heaven, 
Unmindful  of  the  crooked  ways  of  men  ? 
They  know  not  well ;  but  Chance  determines  them. 
But  is  it  Chance  or  Fate  ?    Whiche'er  it  be, 
They  take  its  guidance,  and  resolve  to  rest 
A  month  at  Bannavie : — a  little  space. 
Whence  daily  issuing  they  may  thread  the  glens, 
Or  row  upon  the  lake— or  scale  the  heights 
Up  to  the  very  crown  and  diadem 
Of  royal  Nevis. 

Pleasant  were  the  morns 
In  those  rude  solitudes ; — pleasant  the  noons 
When  the  light  breeze  on  Lochlin's  azure  breast 
Invited  them  to  sail ; — pleasant  the  eves, 
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With  their  long  twilights,  lingering  silverj-grey 
To  overtake  and  mingle  with  the  night, 
That  scarce  was  dark  enough  to  know  herself 
Co-regent  of  the  sky,  but  for  an  hour 
Between  two  twilights  :  pleasant  to  them  both 
Were  calm  and  storm,  the  sunshine  and  the  shade  ; 
Fox  in  their  hearts  were  pleasantness  and  peace, 
Which  thence  o'erflowed  and  sanctified  the  world. 
They  found  not  Happiness,  and  sought  it  not, 
But  took  it  with  them  wheresoe'er  they  went; 
As  all  must  do — or  know  it  nevermore ! 


So  much  they  loved—so  deeply  they  enjoyed— 
So  warmly  praised  their  northern  solitude, 
In  frequent  letters  to  the  tamer  south- 
Edith  to  Rose,  the  playmate  of  her  youth, 
And  Arthur  to  his  sire,  his  heart's  true  friend- 
That  ere  the  June  had  ripened  to  July, 
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And  days  had  shortened,  came  three  visitors, 
Westwood,  and  Trevor,  with  his  daughter  Rose, 
To  tread  the  grassy  slopes,  to  track  the  streams, 
To  breathe  the  buxom  air  of  seaward  glens  ; 
And  turn  a  virgin  page  of  Life's  new  book — 
Ready  for  memory  in  a  future  Time. 
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QH,  mountain  echoes !  slumbering  in  the  clefts  I 

Never  did  blither  company  than  this 

Awake  your  magic  voices  with  their  own, 

And  fill  with  gladness  the  responsive  air. 

The  morn  is  young ;  the  flowers,  the  grass,  the  trees, 

And  gossamer   webs    that   stretch    from   branch  to 

branch 
Of  the  red  heather  or  the  golden  o:orse, 
Are  hung  with  jewels  of  the  nightly  dew, 
Which  Day,  new-risen  upon  the  misty  plain, 
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But  old  upon  the  hills,  has  lighted  up, 
As  if  each  droplet  were  a  rolling  world 
Set  in  the  distant  heavens  to  catch  its  beam. 

A  careless  and  a  joyous  company, 
With  ponies,  guides,  and  all  appliances 
To  pass  the  summer  day  upon  the  Ben, 
They  start,  these  friendly  five,  from  Bannavie, 
Glad  for  the  hills,  and  eager  to  ascend 
To  those  serene  and  barren  altitudes 
Where  Nevis  looks  o'er  Scotland  and  the  Isles, 
And  counts  in  summer  eves  his  subject  hills. 


Oh,    pleasant    morn  I    and    what    shall   be    the 
night? 
The  darkest  clouds  upon  the  hopeful  sky 
Are  white  as  feathers  of  the  seagull's  wing, 
And  take  no  light  or  promise  from  the  day, 
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But  give  it  both.    Yet,  what  shaU  be  the  night  ? 
They  knew  not—think  not— ask  not— and  'tis  well. 
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"  Nine  by  the  sun,  and  half-way  up  the  Ben  I 
Let  toil  and  hunger,  and  fresh  exercise 
Receive  their  due  reward.    Here  let  us  rest : " 
Quoth  Westwood  to  the  guides.    «  This  oozing  spring 
Bom  in  the  mountain's  breast  shall  yield  us  drink, 
Dashed  with  the  mountain  dew  that  owes  no  tax 
To  our  liege  lady  on  the  banks  of  Thames. 
Display  the  breakfast  1 "  , 

On  the  broad  bart     me 
The  guides  disburthened  them  of  thrifty  store 
Of  oaten  cakes,  as  sweet  as  scent  of  briar, 
Of  butter,  fresh  as  mead  ere  mowers  come. 
Of  eggs,  no  older  than  the  summer  day. 
And  appetite,  made  keen  by  upland  air, 
Does  honour  to  the  simple  festival. 
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Rose  Trevor,  merry  as  the  lowland  lark, 
Left  far  adown  and  lilting  in  ♦  e  glens. 
Eases  her  sense  of  superabundant  joy 
By  music's  voice,  as  natural  to  her 
As  light  to  suns,  or  scent  to  mountain  thyme  ; 
And  sings  till  honest  Donald  and  his  boys, 
Their  guides  upon  the  Ben,  in  glad  amaze 
Declare  to  one  another  as  they  tend 
The  ponies  browsing  near,  that  never  yet 
Was  mortal  voice  so  exquisite  as  this. 

Up !  up  again  !    There 's  work  that  must  be  done. 
The  knees  of  Nevis  may  be  clad  in  flowers— 
His  waist  may  wear  a  girdle  of  the  pine. 
His  shoulders  may  be  robed  in  heath  and  fern 
But  his  broad  neck  and  high  majestic  head 
Are  steep  and  bare — ^and  he  who  'd  climb,  must  toil. 

Noon  on  the  mountain  1  glowing,  glorious  noon  1 
And  they  have  reached  the  very  topmost  top 
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Of  Britain's  isle  ;  the  crown  above  all  crowns 
Of  royal  Bens  !     Oh,  wild  sublimities  I 
None  can  imagine  you  but  those  who  Ve  seen ; 
And  none  can  understand  man's  littleness 
Who  has  not  gazed  from  such  dread  altitudes — 
Upon  the  world  a  thousand  fathoms  down — 
O'er  precipice  of  perpendicular  rock, 
Which  but  to  look  at  makes  the  brain  to  reel, 
And  fills  it  with  insane  desire  for  wings 
To  imitate  the  eagle  far  below, 
And  free  itself  of  earth !    And  here  they  stand, 
Awe-stricken  and  delighted  ;  great,  yet  small ; 
Great  that  their  souls  may  dare  aspire  to  God, 
To  whom  the  mountains  and  the  universe 
Are  but  as  dust  on  the  Eternal  Shore  ; 
Small  in  the  presence  of  those  ancient  hills 
Which  stood  the,  same,  and  evermore  the  same, 
When  Abraham  fed  his  flocks  on  Shinar's  plain, 
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And  Job  beheld  Arcturus  and  his  sons  ; — 
The  same— the  same— and  evermore  the  same— 
Unweeting  of  the  whirl  and  spin  of  Time, 
And  heedless  of  the  fall  of  states  and  kings 
And  mighty  monarchies,  that  dared  to  blow 
Through  slavish  trumpets  the  blaspheming  boast— 
"  The  seasons  pass — ^but  we  endure  for  ever  1 " 
Where  are  they  now  ?    Let  Rome  and  Carthage  say, 
And  Babylon  answer,  "  Dead,  and  pass'd  away  ! " 

Upon  that  topmost  height  within  the  shade 
Of  the  grey  Cairn  that  shields  them  from  the  sun, 
Again  the  board  is  spread  with  frugal  fare ; 
A  banquet  earned,  and  seasoned  with  delight 
Of  genial  converse  and  the  flash  of  minds. 
In  great  new  circumstance  unknown  before. 

Meanwhile,  unnoticed,  from  the  glens  beneath 
UproUs  a  sea  of  mist.  The  wind  hath  changed  ; 
And  the  fine  snow,  as  sharp  as  needle-points, 
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Blows  in  their  faces.    Mist,  thick  mist,  pours  on, 

And  so  enshrouds  them  where  they  sit  or  stand 

That  each  to  each  looms  spectral  and  remote— 

A  thing  of  shadows  in  a  shadowy  land  ; 

The  mountain-top  and  twenty  yards  around, 

The  only  visible  earch  ;  •  themselves  alone 

The  earth's  inhabitants.    At  times  a  glimpse 

Through  drifting  clouds  that  clash  against  the  Ben, 

Unveils  the  world  below :  Lochiel's  blue  wave  ; 

And  far  away  a  wilderness  of  hills;— 

And  then  the  pageant  passes  like  a  thought, 

And  they  are  shut  in  Chaos,  as  before— 

A  chaos  of  upsurging,  streaming  mist. 

From    which    they    may   not    stir,    if  they    would 

live. 
For  all  around  are  yawning  pits  and  chasms, 
And  on  one  side  a  precipice  of  rock. 
Where  half-way  down  the  eagle  seems  a  moth. 
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And  crags,  as  loflj  as  cathedrals,  dwarf 

To  things  scarce  bigger  than  an  urchin's  toy. 


Three  hours  amid  the  mist !    The  guides  alarmed  ^ 
Betray  by  rapid  looks,  yet  not  by  words. 
Their  growing  terror,  lest  the  night  should  come 
And  iSnd  them  still  upon  the  mountain-top. 
And  now  the  big  rain  and  the  whistling  hail, 
As  large  as  berries  shaken  from  the  bough. 
Bursts  from  the  cloud  as  from  a  floating  sea, 
And  on  their  shelterless  heads  and  shivering  forms 
Pours  in  fierce  torrents.    Huddled  close  as  sheep 
When  winter  snows  fall  sudden  on  the  fold, 
They  crowd  together,  wrapping  thick  in  plaids 
The  tender  women.    But  the  drenching  storm 
Must  work  its  will :  and  if  it  rage  till  night 
Cannot,  with  all  its  fury,  harm  them  more 
Than  it  hath  done  in  this  one  gush  of  Time  ; 
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For  they  are  wet  as  sea-weeds  on  the  rock 
When  the  full  tide  comes  plashing,  roaring  in, 
And  must  endure  the  evil ;  better  still, 
They  turn  it  into  merriment  and  joy. 
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Six  hours  amid  the  storm  I    The  mist  upclears 
And  they  behold  again  the  welcome  world 
Around  them  and  beneath ;  and  far  adown 
The  straggling  remnants  of  the  cloudy  host, 
Failed  in  the  assault  against  the  steadfast  hills, 
Lag  in  the  valleys,  broken  and  confused. 

But  gathering  near  on  level  of  their  sight. 
The  anxious  guide  descries  the  phalanx  huge 
Of  clouds  with  blacker  bosoms,  lightning-fraught. 
"  Let  us  descend,"  he  saith  ;  « there 's  danger  near, 
And  greatest  danger  on  the  mountain-top. 
There's  shelter  in  the  glen ;  and  one  hour's  march 
Will  bring  us  to  the  ponies.    Let  'g  away  I " 
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They  start  in  resolute  haste,  the  guides  in  front, 
Arthur  and  Edith  next,  linked  hand  in  hand  ; 
Then  Westwood,  Rose,  and  Trevor.    Wild  and  bare 
And  dark  around  them  lies  the  wilderness 
Of  shivered  rock  and  gaunt  mis-shapen  crag. 
Toilsome  th'  ascent ;  but  perilous  and  slow 
The  downward  scramble  o'er  the  slippery  shale 
That  yields  beneath  the  foot.    But  on  they  press  ; 
For,  lo  I  the  gusty  rain  with  fitful  whirl 
Beats  in  their  faces,  and  the  lightning-burst 
Illumines  heaven  with  glare  blue-venomous, 
And  drags  behind  it  in  its  fiery  car 
Tb*  obedient  thunder.    Lifting  up  its  voice 
It  shouts  to  all  the  hills,  which  answer  back 
From  cavernous  glens  and  corries  far  away. 
And,  lo !  the  bolt  hath  fallen  where  they  stood. 
And  with  a  crash  as  if  the  Ben  were  riven 
To  its  deep  heart,  down  falls  the  jutting  crag 
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In  multitudinous  heaps  of  splintering  stone. 

The  women  shriek  in  terror  ;  and  the  men, 
With  fear-white  faces  and  uplifted  hair, 
Appeal  with  eloquent  eyes  to  pitying  Heaven 
To  shield  and  save  them  'mid  the  war  of  storms. 
Then  as  the  coiling  echoes  die  away, 
Pruss  onward,  downward,  with  redoubled  haste, 
To  reach  the  shelter  where  their  tethered  steeds 
Await  their  coming. 

Vainly  they  'd  escape 
The  region  of  the  thick  tempestuous  cloud  ; 
For  lower  down,  and  filling  all  the  glen, 
The  mists  have  gathered  ;  and  once  more  they  halt. 
Uncertain  where  to  turn,  or  where  to  rest. 
The  guide,  at  fault,  has  wandered  from  the  way, 
And  night  is  looming.    Edith's  heart  beats  high 
With  hope  and  courage ;  Eose's  faints  and  fails. 
The  men  are  vigorous,  as  men  should  be ; 


158 


A  MAN'S  HEART.  [OANTO  VH. 


I, 


n  I 


i 


i 


And  holding  counsel  with  their  high  resolve) 
Weigh  all  the  chances  of  the  mist  and  storm, 
And  how  they  best  shall  help  their  tender  ones 
To  pass  the  night  in  safety  on  the  Ben. 
They  sit,  they  talk,  they  know  not  what  to  do. 
Yet  fear  no  evil  greater  than  the  cold. 
When  suddenly  a  vista  through  the  cloud 
Unfolds  the  lingering  splendours  of  the  day. 
Fading  in  twilight ;  and  a  golden  gleam 
Into  the  darkening  landscape  far  adown. 
Mountain,  and  lake,  and  many  a  seaward  glen. 
Edith  and  Kose,  as  agile  and  alert 
As  dapple  fawns  that  sport  upon  the  hill. 
Trip  lightly  forth,  like  playmates,  hand  in  hand. 
To  gaze  upon  the  loveliness  beneath, 
Upon  the  seas  of  curdling  cloud  and  mist 
In  mighty  masses  heaving  evermore, 
And  deem  that  never  have  their  eyes  beheld 
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A  vision  so  sublime.    Entranced  they  stand, 
As  angels  might  have  stood  on  Earth's  first  morn 
tJpon  the  mountain  peaks  of  Paradise, 
-  When  Chaos,  disappearing,  trailed  his  robes 
Of  shapeless  mist  the  last  time  o'er  the  world, 
That  hailed  his  absence- with  her  brightest  smile. 
And  leaped  to  be  released. 

But  creeping  slow, 
Unseen,  unnoticed  'mid  their  ecstacy— 
A  cloud  that  might  have  covered  half  the  Isle, 
Down  sailing  from  the  far-off  Northern  seas, 
O'er  Grampian  summits,  clad  them  round  about 
So  densely,  that  the  ground  on  which  they  trod 
Became  invisible— and  their  outstretched  hands 
Faded  away  into  the  hungry  space, 
And  their  near  faces  disappeared  in  cloud. 

They  called  upon  the  names  of  those  they  loved  ; 
Louder-— yet  louder  still— and  heard  far  off 
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A  faint  response  come  shattered  up  the  glen. 
"  Courage  1 "  said  Edith  ;  "  Courage  !  here  we  stand 
Until  they  rescue  us.     To  move  is  death." 
The  other  spake  no  wora,  but  grasped  her  hand ; 
And  ever  and  anon  they  heard  far  down 
The  voices  calling  them.     "  Oh,  sister  mine  ! 
Sister  thou  art,  and  more  than  sisterly- 
Let  us  be  brave.     'Tis  but  one  dark,  cold  night, 
And  after  night  the  morn.     The  rising  day 
WiU  clear  the  blinding  mist,  and  help  will  come." 
They  sat  them  sadly  down,  but  scarce  had  room 
Upon  that  narrow  leage  of  shelving  rock 
To  rest  their  trembling  feet  or  fevered  heads. 
"  Courage  I "  said  Edith.     "  Courage  ! "  answered  Rose. 
'TvTas  the  last  word  that  either  of  them  spake 
In  that  long  night :  for  sleep,  tne  invincible, 
Best  friend  of  mortals,  next  to  friendlier  Death, 
Pressed  on  the  eyelids  of  the  tenderer  flower. 
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Unwelcome  and  unasked,  but  still  benign, 
And  drowned  her  sorrow  in  unconsciousness. 

Ere  morn  she  woke— and  lo  I  she  was  alone  ! 
And  where  was  Edith  ?    Brightly  shone  the  sun, 
The  earth  was  luminous,  the  mountain-top 
Stood  clear  and  sharp  against  the  bright  blue  sky, 
And  every  cot  and  bothy  in  the  glen. 
Ay,  every  tree  and  boulder  miles  below. 
Was  palpably  defined  :  but  where  was  she  ? 
Had  she,  adventurous,  braved  the  pathless  wild, 
Or  sought  the  aid  of  shepherds  from  the  farms 
To  save  her  weaker  sister  ?    Ay  !  no  doubt ! 
For  she  was  bold  and  of  a  noble  heart  ! 
Alas  I  alas  1  that  Fate,  or  Providence, 
Or  Doom,  or  Fitness—twin-conceived  with  Fate 
Ere  Earth  began  her  orbit,  or  the  Sim 
Shone  in  the  centre  to  compel  her  course, 
Should  have  decreed  that  this  most  innocent  life 
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Should  be  such  yictim,  and  that  such  despair 
Should  follow  on  such  superabundant  joyl 

Ah  I  little  did  they  think  who  all  night  long 
Mourned  for  her  houseless  on  that  ghastly  hill, 
And  hoped  and  prayed  for  coming  of  the  mom, 
What  utter,  unimagined  misery 
One  little  moment  and  one  step  in  the  dark 
Might  bring  to  many  lives  so  fondly  linked 
By  love,  and  friendship,  and  sweet  sympathy ! 

Wakeful — impetuous — eager  for  the  dawn. 
That  faintly  streamed  o'er  blue  Loch  Linnhe's  wave, 
Edith  had  wandered  from  the  ledge  of  rock, 
To  look  for  aid,  that  she  imagined  near, 
Unweeting  of  the  precipice  beneath. 
And  lost  her  footing  I    With  one  wild,  sharp  shriek, 
And  swiftly  as  a  bird  that  leaves  the  cliff 
To  sail  the  friendly  air,  she  reel'd  and  fell— 
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Down,  down,  into  the  treacherous  abyss- 
Three  hundred  fathoms  down-to  certain  death. 

It  was  not  till  the  noon-the  dreadful  noon- 
Glaring  and  gay  as  if  this  thing  were  not- 
Glaring  and  staring  in  its  lusty  life— 
That  they  discovered,  in  the  glen  below, 
The  lovely  body  of  the  loveliest  soul 
That  ever  brought  a  comfort  to  the  world, 
Or  took  a  joy  away  in  going  home 
To  that  serener  world  whose  door  is  Death. 
The  tender  limbs,  the  white  maternal  breast. 
Were  bruised  and  mangled  by  the  cruel  rock  ; 
But  it  had  spared  the  beautiful  bright  face 
Which  seemed  as  if  th'  angelic  spirit  slept, 
And  might  awaken  yet,  if  Love  would  call. 
And  Love  did  call,  witn  wild  and  passionate  speech. 
With  frantic  gesture  and  insatiate  kiss 
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Upon  the  clay-cold  lips  that  kissed  not  back, 

And  on  the  closed  eyelids  of  bright  eyes 

That  looked  not  love  again — or  looked  from  Heaven. 

For  three  long  months  lay  Arthur  on  his  bed 
Delirious,  raving  of  the  love  he  'd  lost, 
And  talking  to  her  in  uneasy  dreams. 
As  if  she  lived,  and  sat  beside  him  still, 
An  angel  at  his  pillow.     But  this  passed. 
And  he  recovered  consciousness  and  strength. 
And  walked  again  into  the  world  of  men. 
He  passed  among  them,  alien  to  their  joys ; 
For  all  his  thoughts  were  coloured  by  his  loss. 
And  to  his  mind,  high-wrought  by  suffering. 
He  deemed  it  sacrilege  that  he  should  smile  ; 
And  selfishness  that  any  scheme  of  life, 
Without  her  presence,  should  be  worth  his  care. 
"  Men  have  no  hearts,"  he  said.     "  Alas  I  not  so ; 
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'Tis  heart,  not  head,  that  ravages  the  world- 
'Tis  heart  that  makes  the  misery  of  hearts. 
And  Hfe  were  happy  as  a  midge's  dance, 
If  heart  ne'er  taught  us  that  humanity 
Is  bom  in— Kves  in— dies  in  suffering. 
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«  Since  first  I  lost  her,  oh,  my  love's  best  treasure  ! 
There  hath  been  darkness  on  the  weary  day; 
A  throbbing  anguish  in  the  purest  pleasure- 
Pleasure?    Ah,  no  I    Its  fair  face  passed  away 
With  hers  still  fairer  ;  and  its  glancing  robe, 
Mist-woven,  vanished  from  the  globe. 
I  look  upon  the  li^ht  of  mom. 

And  wonder,  utterly  forlorn. 

How  it  can  break  when  she' s  no  longer  here  ; 

And  when  the  young  buds  blow, 

Eose-tipped  or  white  as  snow. 

There  seems  a  want  of  Pity  in  our  sphere, 
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That  Nature's  self  should  not  refuse 

The  sunshine  and  the  dews, 

When  she,  her  sweetest  child, 

So  young  and  undefiled, 

No  longer  breathes  upon  the  vernal  air 

The  fragrance  of  her  unforgotten  bloom — 

Lost !  lost  for  ever,  in  the  tomb, 

That  never  yet  had  habitant  so  fair. 


"  Come  Day  1    Come  Night ! 
I  note  your  changes,  heedless  of  them  all  ; 
Tor  evermore,  betwixt  you  and  my  sight, 
A  sweet  face,  with  a  coronal 
Of  glory,  heavenly  bright. 
Looks  down  upon  me,  tinting  the  long  hours 
With  a  celestial  paleness.     Sleeping,  waking, 
Ever  I  see  it;  till  my  eyes  drop  showers. 
And  make  the  vision  brighter  by  my  weeping  ; 
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Brighter— but  still  more  sorrowful  to  see, 
Except  when  Night  lies  gently  on  my  brain, 
And  Sleep  restores  her  to  my  soul  again. 
As  Death— Sleep's  brother— shall  in  days  to  be, 
If  day  be  word  or  thing,  in  God's  Eternity. 

"  Where  are  my  once  high  thoughts  that   soared 
sublime, 
My  purpose  brave; 

The  hopeful  glow  and  fervour  of  my  prime  ? 

Low  in  her  grave. 

Most  little  and  most  mean  appear  to  me 

All  that  the  world  can  offer  me  again. 

Wealth  is  a  froth-bell  on  a  billowy  sea, 

And  power,  and  pride,  and  all  the  gauds  of  men. 

Mere  tricks  and  shadows.     Were  I  Earth's  sole  king, 

To  rule  all  nations  by  my  high  behest. 

Nor  I,  nor  they,  nor  all  their  wealth,  could  bring 
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My  lost  belovM  living  to  my  breast. 

Why  could  I  not  have  known,  ere  forth  she  went 

To  that  angelic  land  where  she  appears 

In  her  full  glory,  that  she  was  but  lent 

For  brief,  brief  space — a  halo  'mid  my  tears  ? 

That  in  each  moment  of  her  perished  years 

I  might  have  poured  upon  her  radiant  head 

More  wealth  of  Love  than  ever  heart  of  man    . 

Poured  upon  mortal  ?     Let  my  tears  be  shed. 

No  one  shaU  comfort  me.    And  no  one  can. 

''  Was  she  so  like  an  angel  in  pure  guise, 
That  thou  shouldst  take  her,  ere  her  time,  0  Death  I 
To  join  her  sisterhood  in  Paradise  ? 
Or  was  the  earth  too  balmy  with  her  breath, 
Too  radiant  with  the  light 
Drawn  from  the  Infinite, 
And  concentrated  on  her  innocent  lips. 


0  VII. 


CANTO  vn.]  A  MAN'S  HEART. 


169 


That  thou  shouldst  pass,  with  this  too  dire  eclipse, 

And  rob  us  of  her  beauty  ?    'Twas  unjust 

To  Earth  and  Heaven  to  lay  her  in  the  dust, 

Ere  she  had  shown  us  all  her  wealth  of  bloom. 

Only  to  feed  the  avaricious  tomb  ! 

Lo  !  Misery,  through  long  days 

Clasps  her  lean  hands  and  prays 

That  on  her  head  may  all  thy  shafts  be  hurled. 

Lo  !  Age  and  Pain  implore 

That  thou  wouldst  ope  thy  door. 
And  let  them  ooze  into  the  painless  world  I 
Why  pass  them  ?    They  would  bless  thy  power. 
But  mine  own  sweet  and  early  blossoming  flower 
Adorned  the  forest,  and  made  bright  the  place 
Where  we  beheld  her  in  her  youthful  grace. 
The  poison  weeds  grow  rank,  and  taint  the  air. 
While    the    sweet    violets    fade,   and   rose    and  lily 
fair. 
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"  Methinks  the  spirits  of  the  sainted  dead, 
Whom  in  their  lives  we  loved,  are  with  us  still, 
That  all  around  our  paths  their  light  is  shed ; 
Pervading  witnesses,  who  at  their  will 
Know  all  we  think  or  do.    Let  us  be  pure. 
Let  us  not  give  their  Immortality 
Beason  for  sorrow  or  shame.    Let  us  endure 
Calmly,  though  sadly,  the  all-wise  decree 
That  took  them  from  us:  and  instead  of  flowers 
To  strew  upon  their  graves,  or  tombs  high-piled, 
Let  us  bestow  on  them  unsullied  hours, 
And  innocent  thoughts,  and  actions  undefiled." 

But  these  were  whispers — spoken  to  himself. 
A  deeper  purpose  settled  on  his  mind, 
A  dark  presentiment — that  he  should  die 
When  he  had  ended  an  appointed  tu.sk. 
"  Father,"  he  said,  "  I  feel  that  I  shall  live 
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To  finish  Edith's  portrait.    When  'tis  done, 
I  know  that  I  shaU  die.    Nay,  argue  not ; 
For  by  an  inner  consciousness,  and  voice 
That  seems  like  Edith's  whispering  in  my  mind, 
I  know  that  this  shall  be." 

And  so  he  wrought 
Daily  upon  the  portrait  of  his  love, 
That  grew  beneath  his  hand— a  master-piece. 
And  oft  he'd  gaze  upon  it  by  the  hour, 
Imagining  some  touch— were 't  but  a  hair- 
To  add  resemblance  ;  dallying  with  the  smile 
That  gleamed  upon  the  lips,  or  with  the  glance. 
Soul-speaking,  of  the  pensive  full  dark  eyes. 
He  lived  but  for  his  picture  :  that  alone 
Had  full  possession  of  his  mind  and  heart, 
And  every  faculty.    And  when  at  last 
The  work  was  done,  and  Art  could  do  no  more, 
His  mournful  prophecy  of  love  and  grief 
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Fulfilled  itself :  and  breathing  the  one  name, 
He  laid  his  head  upon  his  father's  breast, 
And  clasped  the  sympathizing  hand,  and  died. 

They  sleep  together,  in  one  humble  grave, 
Under  the  ancient  yew  that  overlooks 
The  moss-grown  portico  of  Erlwood  Church.     ' 
And  thither  every  mom  a  maiden  comes 
To  tend  the  flowers ;  and  thither  every  night 
A  father  strays  lamenting  for  his  son. 


THE  END. 


London:  Printed  by  Smith,  Elder  and  Co.,  Little  Green  Arbour  Court,  E.G. 
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LIFE  AND  LIBERTY  IN  AMERICA. 

By  Dr.  C.  MACKAY. 


In  Two  Volumes,  post  8vo,  with  Ten  Tinted  Ulus'.rations, 
price  21«.  cloth. 


•t,  E.G. 


"  *  Life  and  Liberty  in  America '  is  a  fresh,  bright,  and 
hopeful  book,  worthy  of  the  author  whose  songs  are  oftenest 
heard  on  the  Atlantic.  The  author  of  *  The  Good  Time 
Coming '  writes  as  healthily  as  he  sings,  describing,  as  he  tells 
us,  '  Life '  as  he  saw  it,  and  '  Liberty '  as  he  studied  it,  both  in 
the  North  and  in  the  South." — Athenceum. 

"  This  work  conveys  a  large  amount  of  information  con- 
cerning  America,  presented  in  a  pleasant  and  readable  form. 
Dr.  Mackay  gives  a  succession  of  pictures  taken  from  society 
as  it  is,  and  tells  you,  in  common-sense  fashion,  what  he  thinks 
about  them.  The  volumes  are  filled  with  the  kind  of  informa- 
tion which  nineteen  persons  out  of  twenty  who  wish  to  read 
about  America  desire  to  possess." — British  Quarterly  Review. 

"  The  sketches  that  Dr.  Mackay  gives  of  things  across  the 
water,  are  vigorous  and  interesting.  He  does  justice  to  the 
wonders  of  nature,  and  to  the  rlmost  equally  wonderful  social 
phenomena  of  the  New  World.  His  pictures  of  the  great  rivers, 
cities,  and  forests  of  the  West  are  striking.  .  .  .  His 
account  of  Niagara  is  one  of  the  most  distinct  and  intelligible 
we  have  read.  .  .  .  Dr.  Mackay  has  produced  an  agreeable 
and  sensible  book  of  travels." — Guardian. 

"  In  each  city  and  state,  the  salient  points — social,  historical, 
political,  and  architectural — are  most  happily  laid  hold  of,  and 
described  with  the  eloquence  of  a  poet,  and  the  heartiness  of 
thorough  manly  feeling.  Freshness  distinguishes  every  page, 
and  the  book  is  altogether  free  from  those  personalities  which 
are  almost  equally  offensive  whether  iU-natured  or  fulsome." 
•^  Globe. 
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"A  good-natured  book,  full  of  L  eliness  and  sense.  For 
pleasant  incidents  that  lie  upon  the  sur&ce  of  society  Dr. 
Mackay  has  a  keen  eye,  and  his  writing  is  easy."— Examiner. 

"  We  commer.d  these  volumes  to  careful  perusal,  as  present- 
ing the  result  of  carefUl  and  diligent  observation,  assisted  by 
personal  associations  well  calculated  to  facilitate  the  way  to 
the  attainment  of  truth." — Leader. 

"  It  will  be  found  trustworthy  as  a  guide  ;  replete  with 
valuable  knowledge  and  sound  opinion,  frank  and  yet  judicious, 
and  written  in  a  style  of  unaffected  beautv  and  simplicity." — 
Illustrated  News  of  the  World. 

**  There  is  much  travelliag  incident,  some  statistical  infor- 
mation, and  abundance  of  picturesque  description,  in  Dr. 
Mackay 's  two  volumes  of  American  •  Life  and  Lluei'ty  :'  he 
exhibits  good  sense,  kindly  feeling,  and  freedom  from  prejudice 
and  partizanship.'* — Westminster  Review. 

'*  Dr.  Mackay's  volumes  give  us  the  latest,  and,  in  many 
respects,  the  pleasantest  views  of  the  new  Anglo-Saxon  com- 
munity, which  we  have  anywhere  seen." — New  Quarterly 
Review. 

*♦  *Life  and  Liberty  in  America'  is  a  readable  and  entertain- 
ing book,  and  will  no  doubt  prove  a  great  favourite." — Literary 
Gazette. 

'VThe  reader  may  look  for  much  that  is  interesting,  and  a 
;  jod  deal  that  is  novel,  in  these  volumes,  and  be  certain  to  find 
bt'th ;  and  he  will  find,  moreover,  old  subjects  described  in  a 
pleasing  manner." — Observer. 

"  The  topics  have  been  treated  in  a  concise  and  satisfactory 
manner.  The  style  u  light,  for  the  most  part,  and  chatty  with- 
out being  frivolous." — Morning  Advertiser. 

"  These  volumes  are  in  every  way  worthy  of  Dr.  Mackay'a 
previous  literary  reputation," — Critic. 

'*  Dr.  Mackay's  volumes  are  eminently  readable,  and  very 
amusin  g. ' ' — Press. 

"  Dr.  Mackay's  volumes  contain  much  readable  and  enter- 
taining matter." — Morning  P(jst. 
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The     Cornhill     Magazine. 

Edited  by  TV.  M.  Thackeray, 

Price  One  Shilling  Monthly,  with  Illustrations. 

*^*  No.  3,  for  March,  is  just  published.  The  Second  Edition  of  No.  %  for 
February,  1860,  makimj  100,000,  is  just  published,  and  the  Fourth  Edition  of 
No.  1,  making  100,000,  is  now  ready. 


"  It  is  a  long  time  since  any  event  unconnected 
with  politics  or  battles  has  been  80  eagerly  looked 
for  as  the  appearaiico  of  the  (list,  number  of  the 

Cornhill  Mapazitif Wo  offer  ft  cordial 

and  respectrul  welcome  to  tlie  new  comer  from 
Cornhill,  as  one  well  fitted  to  take  a  place  in  the 
foremost  rank  of  the  serial  literature  of  our  coun- 
try. The  Cornhill  Magazine  makes  a  capital  ntart. 
....  Kvery  page  in  this  opening  n  imbcr  tells. 
Every  page  Is  marked  with  a  distinctive  supe- 
riority.^'—Bai///  Netci. 

"  The  CornhillMauiitinf  will  completely  satisfy 
the  expectations  of  the  puiillii  .  .  ,  ,  itisone 
of  t^e  marvels  of  the  time  thai  »'<  mnch  material, 
and  of  so  good  a  quality,  can  he  provided  at  so 
moderate  a  price."— iforwiTifi'  Herald, 

"The  first  number  of  the  Cornhill  Mnynzine 
enters  the  world  ns  one  assured  of  a  wide  wel- 
come  We  heartily  congratulate  both 

editor  and  publishers  on  the  brilliant  success  of 
the  hrst  number."— jBxnminer. 

"  Mr.  Thackeray's  venture  has  met  with  great 
and  well-earned  success."— .4<Aena)Mm. 

"We  can  see  about  this  periodical  higher  pro- 
mise than  we  have  witnessed  in  any  other  enter- 
prise for  a  long  time."— i'ren*. 

"  The  Cornhill  Magazine  is  at  last  in  presence, 
and  from  its  cover  to  its  last  paie  it  is  a  model  of 
the  '  best.'  ....  The  Cornhill  Magazine  at 
onco  takes  as  high  a  place  in  literature  as  its  pro- 
moter could  have  desired."— Ji»t»ra/y  Oasette. 


We pame  to  the  perusal  of  the  Cornhill  Maga- 
zine with  (jreat  expectations:  it  has  surpassed 
them  all.  A  new  and  utiorious  light  U»»  risen  on 
the  literary  \'ioriion."  -Illuiftrated  Nev»  of  the 
World. 

"  It  is  obvious  from  the  character  of  the  articles, 
the  reputation  of  the  writers,  the  illustrations, 
paper,  and  press-work,  tliat  Messrs.  Smith,  Elder, 
and  Co.  intend  the  Cornhill  Mapazine  to  be  one  or 
the  permanent  institutions  of  the  country.  It  is 
a  marvel  of  cheapness,  and  a  model  of  excellence." 
—Notes  and  Queries. 

"  It  is  almost  impossible  to  imagine  any  further 
development,  tither  in  quality  or  quantity,  of  tim 
periodiCHl  literature  ot  this  country  than  that 
wliich  if  attained  in  the  ni\v  montiilysuriol  issued 
from  the  house  of  Smith,  Elder,  and  Co."— Sunday 
Timet, 

"  The  first  number  of  the  Cornhill  Magazine 
has  fulfilled  the  hiwh  anticipations  whleli  rumour 
had  excited.  It  is  a  marvel  of  excellence  .mil 
cheapness."- /i/i<«ra^«J  Timen, 

"  The  first  number  of  the  Cornhill  Ma/jazine  hn« 
made  its  appearance,  and  in  the  record  of  serial 
literature  it  has  perhaps  no  rival  in  success."- 
lAverpool  Courier, 

"  The  Cornhill  Magazine posaoaaen  the  element  i 
of  success  in  a  remarkai)le  degree,"— D«//rt«  Daily 
JixiireH, 
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The  Life  of  Edmond  Malone 

(Editor  of  Shakspeare) ;  with  Selections  from  his  MS.  Anecdotes. 

Bi^  Sir  James  Prior, 

Author  of  the  "Life  of  Edmund  Burke,"  "Life  of  Oliver  Goldsmith." 
^  Demy  8vo,  with  Portrait,  price  14s.  cloth.  \_Now  ready. 

Transformation ; 

or,  the  Romance  of  Monte  Beni. 
Bif  Nathaniel  Hawthorne^ 

Author  of  the  "  .Scarlet  Letter,"  &c.     In  3  vols.       \Novo ready. 

"Is  it  noTWritten?" 

B«injr  the  Testimony  of  Scripture  against  the  Errors  of  Romanism. 

Bij  the  Rev.  Eduoard  S.   Pryce.      {Now  ready. 

The  Religious  Aspects  of  Hindu 

Philosophy. 

By  the  Rev.  Joseph  Mullens, 

Author  of  "  Missions  in  South  India."  1  vol.      \_Now  ready. 

The  Book  of  Job  in  English   Verse. 

By  the  Rigid  Hon.  the  Earl  of  Winchilsea.  i^ow  ready. 
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A  Man's  Heart :   a  Poem. 

By  Dr.  Charles  Mackay, 

Author  of"  LilV'  and  Liberty  jn  America."  Fcap.  8vo.  5s.  cloth .  \_Ready. 

A   New  Work    on   China. 

Bj/  Sir  John  B/urring,  LL.D. 

Two  vols.  8vo,  with  IllustratioaB. 
Volura<;  f)X 
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('including  the  Work  ■,  witi*  nuraiaoug  Illustrations. 

By  John  Uuahin,  M.  4         [In  the  Spring. 
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The  Life  of  Robert  Owen. 

Bi/  William  Lucas  Sargant, 

Author  of  "  Social  Innovators  and  their  Schemes."     1  vol. 

The  Life  of  Mahomet. 

Bjj  William  MuiVy  Esq. 
Vols.  III.  and  IV.     Completing  the  Work. 


-*e>«- 


A  Mother's  Trials. 

Bt/  the  Author  of  "  Mi/  Lady'' 


In  three  volumes. 


\Jusi  ready. 


A  New  Fiction. 

By  Mrs.  GaskelL 

»o* 

A  New  Novel  of  English  Life. 

By  Sir  Arthur  Hallam  Elton,  Bart., 

Author  of  '*  Below  the  Surface."     In  3  vols. 


A  New  Novel. 

By  Mrs.  Chanter, 

Author   of    "  Ferny    Combes."      2  vols. 

Isabel  Grey : 

Or,  "  The  Mistress  didn't  Know." 
Intended  for  all  Mistresses  of  Households. 

By  Mrs.  Sewell. 

Author  of  "  Homdy  Ballada" 
Price  Grf.  cloth,  gilt. 
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A  New  Series  of  Stories  in  Verse. 

By  Mrs.  Sewell, 

Author  of  "Homely  Ballads." 
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A  Visit  to  the  Philippine  Isles 

in  1858-59. 
Bi/  Sir  John  Bowring, 

Governor  of  Hong  Kong,  and  H.M.'s  Plenipotentiary  in  China. 
8vo,  with  numerous  Ilhistrations,  price  18s.  cloth. 


Demy 


"The  work  of  Sir  JohiiKowringon  the  Philip- 
pine Islands  is  exhaustive  in  scope,  if  not  in  sub- 
stance. It  does  not  pretend  to  set  forth  all  that 
is  known  of  the  islands;  hut,  in  a  series  of  con- 
densed chapters,  connected  tonether  by  the 
author's  reminiscences,  presents  a  brilliant 
view  of  that  rich  retfion  of  sun  and  colour." 
—Athe^mnm.         ,       ^        ^^  ,  ^, 

"Anythinit  oominB  from  the  pen  of  the  ex- 
Qovemor  of  Hon.:?  ICong  is  entitled  to  a  welcome 


and  a  hearing.  He  has  brought  back  a  fund  of 
information  of  the  utmoRt  value,  ranging  over 
t)ie  four  heads  of  history,  politics,  literature, 
and  commerce.  The  Information  it  contains  is  of 
the  highest  value.  It  is  profusely  illustrated." 
—Morning  Post. 

"  This  book  upon  the  Philippine  Islands  is  very 
welcome,  because  it  describes  a  part  of  tlio  world, 
about  which  very  little  is  really  known."— Critu>. 


Life  in  Spain. 


B^     Walter    Thornhmf. 

Two  vols,  post  8vo,  with  Eight  Tinted  Illustrations,  price  2L«. 


"  Two  volumes  of  more  entertaining  and  in- 
structive matter  are  not  discovornhle  in  thR  lite- 
rature of  the  day.  They  unite  the  cliunns  of 
travel  and  romance." — Leader. 

"  Mr.  Thornburv's  book  will  he  aceeptnblo  to  a 
very  large  class  of  readers."— JforwJncr  Post. 


"The  book  is  to  be  recommended  as  a  M'holn- 
some  body  of  lijcht  readiiii?,  from  which  plenty 
of  nubstantial  knowieilxc  may  be  slen'ied." 
—Kxamhier. 

"The  sketches  of  character  with  whieh  this 
volume  aboundN  iire  amusing  aud  elTL'otive." 
—.Horning  Herald. 


Heathen  and  Holy  Lands; 

Or,    Sunny   Days    on   the    Salween,    Nilf,    and   Jordan. 

Bij  Captain  J.  P.  Briggs,  Bengal  Arrny. 

Post  8vo,  price  125.  cloth. 


"  Fre:»hly  and  naturally  written;  the  landscapes 
aie  graphic,  and  the  personal  anecdotes  are  ad- 
venturouN."— i>a»7ji/  News. 

"  This  volume  has  the  peeullnrity  that  it  intro- 
duces us  into  the  Holy  Land  lYom  the  other  side 
of  the  world The  Captain's  descrip- 
tions are  those  of  an  eye--.il,nes»,andof  akeenlv 
observant  one.   They  are  admirably  graphic,  full 


of  genuine  enthusiasm,  and  of  (Inc  roelini,'."— 
llUtsirnted  Xeirs  of  the  World. 

"  It  is  seldom  wo  meet  with  a  book  of  travels 
so  original  as  this."— Leader. 

"This  bnc'c  Is  extremely  well  written,  and  its 
descriptions  have  a  vizorous  freshness  about 
them  which  would  retloot  no  discredit  upon  u 
much  more  'practised'  hand.— J/orn»)ifir  Herald. 


Through  Norway  with  a  Knapsack. 

By    W.  M.   Williams. 

With  Six  Coloured  Views. 
Second  Edition,  post  8vo,  prico  12>«.,  cloth. 


"  Mr.  Willinms  will  be  an  excellent  guide  to  all 
M  ho  wish  to  travel  as  he  did.  on  foot,  and  with 
till'  least  possible  expense.  They  may  also  place 
thorough  reliance  on  all  he  says,  his  good  sense 
never  allowing  his  enthusiasm  to  dazzle  hint  niiil 
delude  his  followers.  It  is  a  useful  and  trust- 
worthy \^M\."—Athenmum. 

"The  book  is  amusing ;  the  author  saw  much 
tliat  wtw  new.  There  is  Irank  graphic  writing, 
:tnd  much  pleasant  thinkiiig,  in  his  volume,  whicu 
IS  elegantly  produced,  and  lihrrallv  illustrated 
with  tinted  views  and  woodcuts."— A'araminfr. 


"'ThrouKii  Norway  wilti  a  Kunpsnolv '  is  aworl< 
of  Intrinsie  intnrosf ,  vory  uistructlvf  ;ind  amus- 
ing. Nr.  Williams  Is  a  model  pudestriim  traveller, 
and  '  18  ho<ik  is  tlie  best  liuidn  we  know  of  lor 
thonw  who  InWiiu  to  expluro  Norway  mi  foot,"— 
Spftator. 

"Avery  instructive  bonk  mi  Norw.iy,  and  t);i' 
manner*  am)  Mis'.omN  of  Its  inhiibitants.  - 
Litei-am  Oazrrr,'. 

"  Every  chapter  of  it  will  he  road  with  interest  '" 
—Morning  Pott. 
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^apijes  and  ^xmth— continued. 

Voyage  to  Japan, 

Kamtschatka,  Siberia,  Tartary,  and  the  Coast  of  China,  in  II.M.S. 

Barracouta. 

By  J.  M.  Tronson,  R.N. 

8vo,  with  Charts  and  Views.     18s.  cloth. 


"The  able  and  iutoIllKeut  olHcer,  whose  work  la 
before  us,  supplies  tlie  tlrst  autnentic  information 
uu  the  present  state  of  .lapRU  and  the  neighboiir- 
ini;  settlements.  .  .  .  An  eiLtrumelyiutet editing 
\»oo\i.."—Athenmutn. 

"The  book  possesaes  all  the  qualities  of  a  book 
of  travels,  witli  tlie  prominent  an  vantage  of  break- 
ing comparatively,  and  iu  some  iUKt'ances  alto- 
KOtlier,  new  svo\xnA."—lUuxtruted  Loinlon  Xeui», 


"  Mr.  Trouson  writes  welL  and  imparts  a  gi-cat 
deal  of  new  and  useful  information.  The  clear 
and  beautiful  charts  and  sketohes,  acoompaayiug 
tite  volume,  are  of  great  value."— ti^j&e. 

"  It  contains  a  great  deal  that  all  the  world 
ought  now  to  kiiovf. "—Jtoming  Herald, 

'•  We  cordially  recommend  it,"— Britith  Quar- 
terly  Itevieio, 


To  Cuba  and  Back. 

Bj/  R.  H.  Danu^ 

Authoi'  of  "  Two  Years  before  the  Mast,"  &c. 
Post  8vo.    Price  7s.  cloth. 


"  Mr.  Dana's  book  is  so  bright  and  luscious,  so 
pictorial  and  cheerful,  so  essentially  pleasant  and 
refreshing,  that  even  the  rule  of  a  Spanish  cap' - 
tan-genera!  appears  tolerable  where  the  subjects 
lire  so  courteous,  and  the  strangers  so  gracefully 
potted.  Mr.  Dana  has  a  pen  to  j)aiiit  such  pic- 
tures well.  His  voyage  and  residence  occupied 
scarcely  a  month,  yet  he  has  written  a  volume 
not  only  fascinating  from  its  warmth  and  glitter 
as  u  narrative,  but  also  intelligent,  instructive, 
and  of  obvious  integrity."— J.<Ae«a!it*«. 


"  Mr.  Dana  does  not  spare  his  faculty  of  descrip- 
tion. The  pictures  he  gives  of  the  Cuban  metro- 
polis itself,  with  its  tropical  luxuries  and  laziness. 
Its  dirty  and  dainty  ways  of  existence,  the  Spauisli 
grandiosity  of  its  national  manner,  and  the  pet- 
tiness of  Its  national  character,  are  pleasantl,v 
and  forcibly  drawn.  A  coasting  voyage  to  Ma- 
tanzas,  and  a  railroad  journey,  brought  him 
into  closer  contact  with  the  essential  charac- 
teristics of  the  country  and  its  history."— iSaiitr- 
day  Beview, 


Life  and  Liberty  in  America. 

By  Dr.  C.  Mack  ay. 

Second  Edition,  2  vols,  post  8vo,  with  Ten  Tinted  Illustrations, 

price  21s. 

"A  br'r^ht,  fresh,  and  hopeful  book,  worthy  of  I  "Wo  retonnneiul  thono  volumes  to  perusal,  m 

the  author,  whose  songs  are  oltouest  lieaid  on  the  resuU    of  oareful  and  diligent  observutwi", 

the  Atlantic.    Ur.  Mackay  writes  as  healtliily  as  '  assisted  by  jiersvinal  assooiarion,  well  oalculatii'. 

lie  sings-   desci'bing   'l.ifi!'  in   ho  saw  it.  niid  \  to  facilitnln  ilic  attainment  of  triilh."-/.»'(ici«r. 

'  Liberty'  as  he  siu.tied  it,  la  the  Kortli  und  in  "  l>r.  Mocka.v's  volumes  aroomlnoutl>  ruailatjle 

1  he  South."— -4/       .Pum.                                            ^  anU  aiuusiug.  - -i'cesn. 


Life  in  Tuscany. 

By   Mabel    Sharman    Crawford. 

"•Vith  Two  A'iews,  post  8vo.     Priou  10s.  6rf.  cloth. 

"  Tliirc  aremanv  iriices  of  quici,  genial  liumtuir,  *nd  ;icute,  and  she  has  succeeded  in  cpiitritiutimr 

tirilliant    and   hiiiir.'ess   as    suuiiiu'i-   li<htiiin«.  a  really  valiiHOlc  ad<tition  to  tliat  otherwise  re- 

which  agreeably  reli'.  ,-0  the  more  serious  i)oi't\on>)  duiidant  (lepaitment  ofliteratuic.  —i  ;•«»». 

«,!  the  work     Miss  Crawford's  relleitums  are  as  "  The  peasant  life  m  Tuscany  has,  perhaps,  not 

^onn(l  ami  [  racticul  ns  hor  pcrcepiiont.  are  livelj  Iwen  st  well  pbot-j«mphed  before.  —Atnenicuui. 
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Narrative  of  the  Mission 

Frota  the  Governor-General  of  India  to  tlic  Court  of  Ava  in  1855. 
With  Notices  of  the  Countrj,  Government,  and  People. 

Bi/  Captain  Henry  Yule^  Bengal  Engineers 


Imperial  8vo,   with   Twenty-four 
Woodcuts,  and  Four  Maps, 
gilt  edges.     Price  21.  12s.  Qd. 

"  GftptAiii  Yule,  tn  tlMpmpiwatton  ctfthe  splendid 
voImneberorer8,h*«»vail«dhir»Reirorthelahour8 
«r those  who  preoeded  Mm.  Tonllwnoaredf^sirDUs 
of  piisse.ssiiia  the  beet  »n<l  fullest  ficconnt  tliat 
tuw  ever  hneh  sciven  to  the  public,  of  a  grefit,  and 
hl'herto  little  known  region  of  the  frlohe,  the 
Interesting,  consoientioii!),  nnd  ivell-writteii  work 
of  Captnin  Yule  will  have  a  deep  interust,  while 
to  the  political  economist,  Reiii?rapher,  and  mer- 
chant, it  will  be  indispensable."— ii'iawijf/w. 


Plates    (Twelve    coloured),    Fifty 
Elegantly   bound  in  cloth,  Avith 


"A  stately  volume  in  KorKCOiis  golden  cover*. 
Such  a  book  is  in  onr  times  a  nirit.v.  Large, 
massive,  and  bcaiitiiul  in  itself,  it  iit  illustrated 
by  a  sprinkling  of  ciceant  woodcuts,  and  by  a 

series  of  admirable  tinted  lithographs 

We  have  read  it  with  curio>lty  and  gratiOcaUon, 
as  a  frosh,  full,  and  luminous  renort  upon  t)i« 
condition  of  one  of  the  most  interesting  divistonit 
ol  Asia  beyond  the  Ganges."— AtAencrum. 


Hong  Kong  to  Manilla. 

By  Henry  T,  Ellis,  R.N. 

Post  8vo,  with  Fourteen  Illustrations.     Price  12s.  cloth. 


"  The  narrative  fulfils  the  object  of  the  author, 
whicli  is  to  present  a  lively  account  of  what  tie 
SMjW.  heard,  and  did  during  a  holiday  run  to  a 
rai;«ljr  vi^itQd  plwiie."—Speotntor. 


"  Mr.  Ellis  has  given  to  the  public  a  most  valu- 
able and  interesting  work  upoa  a  race  imd  country 
little  known  to  ii!ttglisli  reatJLcurs."— //<ii«tr<iieti 
Iftmsofthe  World. 


Antiquities  of  Kertch, 

And   Researches  in  the   Cimmerian  Bosphorua. 

Bf/  Duncan  McPherson,  M.D., 

Of  the   Madras   Army,   F.R.G.S.,  IM.A.I. 

Imperial  4to,  with  Fourteen  Plates  and  numerous  Illustrations, 
including  Eight  Coloured  Fac-Similes  of  IJoliqups  of  Antique 
Art.     Price  Two  Guineas. 


"It  is  a  volume  which  deserves  the  careful 
attention  of  every  student  of  classical  anliauil>. 
Nooiieciiii  fail  to  be  pleased  with  a  work  whio.i 
has  so  itiiioU  to  attract  the  eye  and  to  (jrutify  the 
lov«  of  buaiity  and  elugauce  in  design 


The  book  is  got  up  with  grrnt  caro  and  taste, 
and  forms  one  of  the  lmii(l.soniost\v<irkstliatliav(! 
recently  issued  from  the  iCnglisli  press."— 
naluraap  Jlevieio, 


Captivity  of  Russian  Princesses  in  the 

(Caucasus. 

Traiislated  from  the  Russian  by  H,  S.  Edwards. 

With  an  authentic  I'ortrait  of  Shamil,aPlan  of  his  ilouso,  and  a  Map. 
Post  8vo.     Price  lOs.  Qd.  cloth. 

"  A  book  than  which  there  are  few  novels  more  I  wo  have  read;  it  contains  the  b<>fit  popular  notic 


Interesting,     it  is  a  romance  of  the  Caucasus. 
The  account  of  life  in  the  house  of  ii^hamil  is  lull 
anil  very  entertaining;  and  of  iShamil  himself  we 
8C»  mam.^—Bsianiiner, 
"  Til©  story  u  certajnly  oije  of  the  moat  gurious 


()(  till!  social  polity  of  Sbamil  and  tho  manuers  of 
his  p(;i)|i|c  "--Leuitnr. 

"  riia    narrative    Is    well    worth    readiag."— 
At/ienifim, 
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SMITH,  ELDER  AND  CO. 


The  Autobiography  of  Leigh  Hunt. 

Revised  by  Himself,  with  additional  Cliapters  by  his  Eldest  Son. 

One  vol.,  post  8vo,  with  a  Portrait  engraved  on  Steel  from  au  Original 
Drawing.     Price  7s.  fid.  cloth. 

"It  is  Tterhaps  the  first  charm  of  an  autoWo-  |  btoatraphr  of  Letath  Hunt'  i»os»osm»  In  aa  nu- 
zraphythat  It  should  make  us  liko  the  writer;      \i»\a»,\aef(t6e"— Saturday  Renew. 
»ud  certainly  thin  u  u  eUarm  which  tho  '  Auto-  I 
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Life  of  Schleiermacher, 

As  unfolded  in  his  Aiito])iography  and  Letters. 

Translated  from  the  German  by  Frederka  Rowan. 

Two  vols,,  post  8vo,  with  Portrait.     Price  One  Guinea,  cloth. 

Shelley    Memorials. 

Edited  by  Lady  Shelley. 

Second  Edition.     In  one  vol.,  post  8vo,     Price  Is.  6f7,  cloth. 


"  We  wolcomo  tho  present  biography.  It  pre- 
aonts  Shelloy  to  us  as  no  was  understood  by  those 
who  knew  him  hcn\."—Athen(vum. 

"Laiiy  Shollcy  touclios  with  a  reverent  ar.rt 
lovinc;  hand,  the  incidents  of  the  poet's  career; 
and  tho  gcntlonjss,  ardour,  and  truthfulness  ol' 
hU  nature  reuppeur  In  her  unpretending  pages. 

Wo  gladly  welcome  this  interesting 

volume."— DujVy  New*. 

"Tho  present  hiography  presents  Shelley  to  ns, 
.IS  ho  was  uudcrstoou  by  thosu  who  knew  him 
best."— iearfir. 


"Tho  beauty  of  stylo  and  foclin'j;,  with  which 
this  work  abounds,  will  make  it  acceptable  to 
vaa,xiY."—SatH'rdiiii  lieoiew. 

'•  liivdy  Shell  y's  woi-k  is  a  real  ncriuisition  to 
the  biographical  literature  of  the  diy;  it  win  bo 
rea  ■  wiihprofoundintorestforit8perspicuou?iand 
truthful  aellnuation  of  some  hitherto  ncglceted 
traits  in  one  of  tlie  most  exUaordinary  oimrac- 
tprs  that  ever  lived."— IlluMrated  New*  of  thr 
Worlit. 

"  We  heartily  recommend  It  to  our  readers."— 
Cntic. 


The  Life  of  Charlotte  Bronte 

(CuRRER  Bell), 
Author  of  "Jane  Eyre,"  "  Shirley,"  '•  Villette,"  &c. 

B(j  Mrs.  Gaskell. 

Author  of  "North  and  South,"  &c. 

Fourth  Edition,  revised,  one  vol.,  with  a  Portrait  of  Miss  Bronte 
and  a  View  of  Haworth  Parsonage,  Price  7^.  Qd.  ;  morocco 
elegant,  14,s. 


"  .\11  the  secrets  of  tho  literary  workmanship  of 
the  authores,^  of  'Jane  Eyre'  arc  unfolded  in  llio 
course  of  this  extramxlitiary  narrative.  "    Timrit. 

"  Mrs.  Gaskell's  account  of  Charlottv  Brmiti' 
lud  lier  family  is  one  of  theprofoundcHt  Irag'  \><f» 
of  modern  \\{c.."—Spectutoi\ 

"  Mrs.  Raskell  has  produced  one  of  tho  best 
ftiographies  of  a  woman  by  a  woman  which  we 
can  recall  to  m'nd  "  -Athfntrwm. 

"  If  any^  one  xf  >hes  '  .,eo  how  a  woman 
posscsHcd  of  the  liiwthesl  ii.ifllcctual  power  can 


disregard  every  temptation  which  intellect  throws 
ill  the  way  of  women— how  generously  and  nobly 
a  human  being  can  live  under  the  proiKure  of 
accumiilnted  niisfort une— the  record  is  at  hand  in 
'Tlin  Lire  of  Charlotte  YirowXf).'"— Saturday 
Review. 

"  Mrs  Gaskell  has  dune  her  work  well.  Her 
narrallve  is  simple,  direct,  intelligihle.  unaffected. 
No  one  else  could  have  paid  so  tender  and  discern- 
ing a  tribute  to  the  memory  of  Charlotte  Bronl*," 
-Fra»eT'»  Mairnzine. 


w 


p 


I) 


"li 


WORKS  rUBLISIIED  BY 


Life  of  Lord  Metcalfe, 

By  John  William  Kaye. 

.New  Edition,  in  Two  vols.,  post  8vo,  with  Portrait.    Price  V2s.  clotli. 


A  work  which  occupies  the  highest  rnnk 
•Tionji  biographies  of  the  great  men  of  modern 
times."— 06««rr<?i', 

"The  new  edition  contains  new  matter  of  the 
utmost  value  and  iiitcrnst."— CWr/o. 

"One  of  the  most  valuiiblo  bloifraphies  of  the 

R resent  day.  This  revised  edition  has  sevoriil 
■esh  passages  of  hii<h  interest,  now  first  inserted 
from  amoni;  Lord  Metcallfi's  papers,  In  which  his 
elear  prescience  of  tiie  dangers  that  threatened  j 


our  Indian  empire  is  remarkably  shown."— ifco- 
nomitt. 

"Thisedltlonis  revised  with cnre and  Judifmeiit. 
Mr.  Kaye  has  Judiciously  set  forth  Lord  Metcalfe's 
views  of  the  Insecurity  of  our  Indian  empire." 
—Qlohe. 

"  A  much  Improved  edition  of  one  of  the  most 
Interesting  political  biographies  in  lOnKlisli 
literature."— iVatioitai  Reeieie. 


Life  of  Sir  John  Malcolm,  G.C.B. 

By    John    William    Kaye. 

Two  vols.  8vo,  with  Portrait.     Price  36s.  cloth. 


"  The  biography  is  replete  with  interest  and 
information,  deserving  to  bu  perused  by  the  stu- 
dent of  Indian  history,  and  sin-o  to  recommend 
itself  to  the  general  reailKr."—At>ienteum. 

'"One  of  the  most  interesting  of  the  recent 
biographies  of  our  great  Indian  statesmen,"— 
Nationat  Review. 

"  This  book  deserves  to  participate  in  the  popu- 


larity which  It  was  the  good  fortutie  of  Sir  John 
Malcolm  to  enjoy. "—A'(iiM6ur(;A  Review. 

"Mr.  Kaye's  biography  is  at  once  a  contribution 
to  the  history  of  our  policy  and  dominion  in  tliH 
Kast,  and  a  worthy  memorial  of  one  of  those  wise. 
and  large-hearted  men  whose  energj;  and  prin- 
ciple have  made  England  great."— British  Qtiar- 
terly  UivieiB. 


The  Life  of  J.  Deacon  Hume. 

By   the   Rev.    Charles   Badham. 

Post  8vo.     Price  9s.  cloth. 


"  A  masterly  piece  of  biographical  narrative. 
To  minute  and  conscientious  industry  in  search- 
ingoiit  facts,  Mr.  Badham  conjoins  the  attrse- 
tions  of  a  graceful  style  and  a  sincere  liking  for 
the  task  he  has  in  hand.  He  has  produced  one  of 
the  most  useful  and  judicious  biographies  extant 


in  our  literature,  peculiarly  full  of  beauties,  nuii 
peculiarly  free  Irom  (units."— Allan. 

"  It  is  well  that  the  world's  attention  should  b" 
called  to  such  a  man,  and  that  thu  particulars  ol 
his  character  niid  career  should  be  preserved  iu .» 
biography .  "Spec  tutor. 


The  Life  of  Mahomet 

And  ni.stt)ry  of  Islam  to  the  Era  of  the  Hogira. 

By  Williaju  Muir,  Esq.,  Bengal  Civil  Service. 

Volumes  1  and  2.     8vo.     Price  32.'^.  cloth. 

"The  most  perfect  life  of  Mahomet  in  the  I  it  cannot  fail  to  bo  eagerly  perused  by  all  per'^ons 
Knglish  language,  or  perhaps  in  any  other.  ...  I  having  any  pretensions  to  historical  knowledge." 
The  work  is  at  onco  learned  and  intereatini;,  and  I  —Observer, 

The  Autobiography  of  LutfuUah, 

A  Mohamedan  (Tcntlcmuu;  with  an  Account  of  his  Visit  to  England. 

Edited  hy  E.  B.  Eastwick,  Esq. 

Third  iiidition,  small  post  8vo.     Price  5s.  cloth. 

This  is  the  freshest  and  most  original  work  i      "Read  llfty  volumes  of  travel,  and  a  thousantf 


that  it  has  been  our  good  fortune  to  meet  with  lor 
long.  It  bears  every  trace  of  being  a  most  genuine 
Mccouiit  of  the  feelings  and  doings  of  the  author. 
I.utfullah  is  by  no  means  all  ordinary  specimen  of 
his  race."— i't'onowt.f^ 


imitations  of  the  Oriental  novel,  and  you  will  not 
get  the  tlavour  of  Eastern  life  and  thought,  or  the 
/est  of  its  romance,  so  perfectly  us  lu  iiUtfullah'tt 
book."— /.tude/'. 
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WORKS  OF  MB.  BUSKIN. 

The  Elements  of  Perspective. 

With  80  Diagrams,  crown  8vo.     Price  3s.  6c?.  cloth. 


"Mr.  Uuakln,  seeiug  the  want  of  a  clear  and 
■enurate  code  on  the  subject,  has  set  himself  to 
the  task  of  arranging  and  explaining  the  neces- 
«ary  rules  in  a  form  us  nearly  approaching  the 
ideal  of  a  popular  troatiso  as  can  be  maiiaved 
oonsistently  with  the  object  of  practical  com- 
pleteness. No  better  way  of  blending  the  two 
purposes  could,  wo  believe,  have  been  found  than 
tho  way  Mr.  lluskin  ingeniously  discovered  and 
has  ably  worked  out.  A  careful  perusal  of  the 
work  will  enable  the  intoUigont  sludeut  not  only 
to  solve  perspective  problems  of  a  complexity 
greater  tbau  the  ordinary  rules  will  reach,  but  to 


obtain  a  clue  to  many  important  laws  of  pictoriid 
effect  less  than  of  outline."— /)ai7y  Neva. 

"  This  book,  provided  by  Mr.  Uuskin  for  the  use 
of  schools,  bears  its  recommendation  on  the  title- 
page.  The  rules  are  arranged  in  a  short  mathe- 
matical form,  which  will  bo  intelligible  to  stu- 
dents reasonably  advanced  in  general  k no wlodge," 
—Leader, 

"  The  student  will  And  in  this  little  book  all  that 
is  necessary  to  lay  the  foundation  of  a  thorouifh 
sci  jntitlc  knowlcuge  of  perspective."— /iitt«tra/#(Z 
Newa  of  the  World. 

"To  the  practical  student  It  is  likely  to  prove  a 
most  valuable  mani\a,\,"—Literarv  Gazette, 


-*o*- 


The  Elements  of  Drawing. 

Sixth  'Jlioiisand,  crown  8vo,  with  Illustrations  drawn  by  the  Author. 

Price  Is.  Qd.  cloth. 


"The  rules  are  clearly  and  fully  laid  down;  and 
the  earlier  exercises  always  conducive  to  tho  end 
by  simple  and  unembarrasalng  means.  The  whole 
volume  is  full  of  liveliness."— .Vpecta^or. 

"  We  close  this  book  with  a  feeling  that,  though 
nothing  supersedes  a  master,  yet  that  no  student 
of  art  should  launch  forth  without  ihis  work  as  a 
comj)»fiH."—AtheHienm. 

"  It  will  be  found  not  only  an  Invaluable  aciiui- 
sitioutothestudeuiibutagroeableandinstrucilvo 


reading  for  an.v  one  who  wishes  to  refine  his  per- 
ceptions of  natural  scenery,  and  of  its  worthiest 
artistio  representations. "—/i'co«on)i/((. 

"Original  as  this  treatise  is,  it  cannot  fail  to  he 
at  once  instructive  and  suggestive."— iiferar^ 
Oazette. 

"The  most  useful  and  practical  book  on  ine 
subject  which  has  ever  come  under  our  notice."— 
Pregii. 


Modern  Painters. 


Vol.  1,,  6th  Edition.    Price  18s.  cloth.    Imperial  8vo. 

Vol.  II.,  4th  Edition.     Price  lO.v.  dtl,  cloth. 

Vol.  III.   OF  MANY  THINGS,  with  Eighteen  Illustrations  drawn  by  tl;e 

Author,  and  engraved  on  Steel.    Price  38s.  cloth. 
Vol,  IV.  ON  MOUNTAIN  BEAUTY.    Imperial  Svo,  with  Thirty-five  Illu.s- 

trations  engraved  on   Steel,  and  116  Woodcuts,  drawn  by  the 

Author.    Price  2l,  10s.  cloth. 


"  A  generous  and  impassioned  review  of  the 
works  of  living  painters.  A  hearty  and  earnest 
work,fullofdeepthought,anddevelopinggreatand 
strilLiugtrvithaxniirt /'—BritighQiiarterluRevimo, 

"  Mr.  Ruskin's  work  will  send  the  painter  nioio 
than  ever  to  tho  study  of  nature;  will  train  men 
who  have  always  been  delighted  spectators  ol 
nature,  to  ho  also  attentive  observers.  Our  critics 
will  learn  to  admire,  and  mere  admirers  will  leiirn 
how  to  criticise  :  thusapublicwill  be  educated."— 
Blackwood'*  iiai/azine. 

"  Jivery  one  who  cares  about  nature,  or  poetry, 
or  the  story  of  human  development— every  ono 
■who  has  a  tinge  of  literature  or  philosophy,  will 
llnd  something  that  is  for  him  in  these  volumes." 
—  IVegtmingter  Revietr. 

"Mr.  Kuskln  is  in  possession  of  a  clear  and 

enetratlng  mind ;  he  Is  undeniably  practical  In 
lis  fundamental  ideas;  full  of  the  deepest 
reverence  for  all  that  appears  to  him  beautiful 
and  holy.  His  style  is,  as  usual,  clear,  hold,  rac,v. 
Mr.  Huskin  is  one  of  the  tlrst  writers  of  the 
day  ."—lico  no  ffi  ist, 

"All, it  Is  to  be  hoped,  will  read  the  book  for 
themselves.  They  will  And  It  well  worthacarelul 
perusal."— /Satjtrdrty/  Review. 

"  Mr.  Kuskln  Is  the  most  eloquent  and  thought- 
awakening  writer  nii  nature  in  its  relation  with 


i;' 


art,  and  the  most  potent  iniluence  b,v  thepen.  ut 
young  artists,  whom  this  country  can  boast."— 
National  Remew. 

"  This  work  is  eminently  suggestive,  full  of  new- 
thoughts,  of  brilliant  descriptions  of  scenerj', 
and  eloquent  moral  application  of  them."— .^cw 
Quarterly  Review. 

"Mr.  Buskin  has  deservedly  won  for  himself  a 
place  in  the  llrst  rank  of  modern  writers  upon 
the  theory  of  the  (liio  arts."— Eclectic  Review, 

"Tlie  fourth  volume  of  Mr.  lluskin's  elaborate 
work  treats  chielly  of  inouiitaln  scenery,  and 
discusses  at  length  the  principles  involved  in  the 
pleasure  we  derive  from  mountains  and  their 
pictorial  representation.  The  singular  beauty  of 
his  style,  the  hearty  sympathy  with  all  forms  of 
natural  loveliness,  the  profusion  of  his  illustra- 
tions form  Irresistible  attractions."— Z»at/.vAfett!*. 

"  Considered  as  an  illustrated  volume,  the  fourth 
Is  the  most  remarkable  which  Mr.  Huskin  has  yet 
Issued.  The  plates  and  woodcuts  are  profuse,  and 
Include  numerous  drawings  of  mountain  form  b.v 
the  author,  which  prove  Mr.  Kuskln  to  be  essen- 
tially an  artist.  He  is  an  unique  man,  both 
amonz  artists  and  writers."— Spectator. 

Such  a  writer  is  a  national  possession.  He 
adds  to  our  store  of  knowledge  and  enjoyment." 
—Leader, 
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3ll[t — continued. 

WORKS   OF   MR.   mJS>\\.m— continued. 

The  Two  Paths : 

Being  Lectures  on  Art,  and  its  relation   to  MunulSvctures  and 

Decoration. 
One  vol.,  crown  8vo,  with  Two  Steel  Engravings.    Price  7s.  Crf.  cloth. 


"  T)ie  meaning  of  the  title  of  tlita  book  it,  that 
thera  ar«  two  «uurM«  open  tii  the  ortitt,  one  of 
whioti  MrtU  lead  hiin  to  all  th«t  li  noble  in  lurt,  and 
will  ineidonUULv  exalt  hi*  moral  nature;  while 
the  oUier  will  detarlorate  hia  work  and  help  to 
throw  otratikoloB  In  the  way  of  his  Individual 
norality.  .  .  .  They  all  contain  many  useful 
dtatinotiona,  aoule  renaarkt,  and  valuable  auRgea- 
tions,  and  are  everywhere  lit  up  with  that  glow  of 


fervid  eloquoneo  which  lias  so  materially  contri- 
buted to  iko  author's  mput  atlon."— /Vmx. 

"  The  '  Two  Path* '  cuntKlnx  much  eloquent  d«- 
•cription,  plitceit  in  a  clear  li«nt  aome  forKotten  or 
nei«lnote<i  truths,  and.  like  all  Mr.  Kiinkln'nbookx, 
la  etninotitly  «unire»tive."— itfcrorjf  Oatette. 

"  ThU  hook  is  well  ealnulaied  to  nnooura)c«  the 
humblest  wurkor,  nud  »timulat«  liim  to  artiatlo 
effort."— /^atlw. 


The  Stones  of  Venice. 

Complete  in  Three  Volumes,  Imperial  8vu,  with  Fifty-three  Plates  and 
numerous  Woodcuts,  drawn  by  the  Author.    Price  hi.  155.  Q>d.  cloth. 

EACH  VOIiUMB  MAY  BE  HAD  8EPATIATRI.V. 

Vol.1.  THE  FOUNDATIONS,  with  2  iPlates.  rrico2/.2s.  2nd  Edition. 
Vol.  11.  Tllli:  SEA  STORIES,  with  20  Plates.    Price  2/.  2s. 
Vol.  III.  THE  FALL,  with  12  Plates.    Price  1/.  ll.s.  Or/. 


"The '  Stones  of  Venice '  is  the  production  of  an 
'  nrnest,  rellifious,  pro,nr«8sive,  and  Informed  mind. 
Tha  Huthor  of  this  essuy  uu  architcctare  lios  cim- 
denseditinto  a  poetie  apprehension,  the  fruit  uf 
nwe  of  Uud,  and  acliffht  in  nature ;  a  knowledge, 
love,  and  Just  estimate  of  art;  a,  holdlni;  fast  to 
fact  and  repudiation  of  hearsay ;  an  historic 
breadth,  and  a  rearlessohallciiReof  cxlstingsocial 
problems,  whose  union  we  know  not  where  to  And 
parallalecl."— >'3Jce<a<or. 


"This  book  Is  one  which,  perhaps, no  other  m«n 
could  liave  written,  and  one  for  which  the  world 
oiiirht  to  bu  and  will  bo  thankful.  It  is  in  the 
hiKhcKt  decree  eloipK-ut,  acute,  stimulating  to 
tlioui(ht,  luid  fertile  in  ^u;;gestlon.  Xt  will,  we 
are  convinced,  elevate  taste  and  intellect,  rnUe 
the  tnno  of  mornl  I'celiug.  kindle  benevolonc* 
towards  raeii,  and  increase  the  love  and  fear  of 
God."— Tiwje*. 


The  Seven  Lamps  of  Architecture. 

Second  Edition,  with  Fourteen  Plates  drawn  by  the  Author.   Imp.  8vo. 

Price  1/.  Is.  cloth. 


"By  'The  Seven  Lamps  of  Architecture,'  we 
understand  Mr.  Uuskiu  to  moan  the  Seven  lunda- 
mentM  nnd  ciwriiiml  laws,  the  ob>erTanco  of  and 
obedience  t  >  whioli  aro  indisi;)ensablo  to  the  archi- 
tect, who  would  deserve  tlio  numc.  The  politician, 


the  moralist, the  divine,  will  find  in  it  ample  store 
of  instructive  matter,  as  well  as  the  artist.  Tho 
author  of  this  work  belongs  to  a  elass  of  thlnkern 
of  whom  wo  have  too  few  amongst  us."— 
Examiner. 


Lectures  on  Architecture  and  Painting. 

With  Fourteen  Cuts,  drawn  by  the  Author.   Second  Edition,  crown  8vo. 

Price  8^.  Qd.  cloth. 


"Mr.  Euskln's  lectures— eloquent,  graphic,  and 
iBipaaalonod— exiposing  and  ridiculing  some  of  the 
vices  of  onr  p'^sent  system  of  building,  and 
exolUng  bis  bcarv-^rs  by  strone  motives  of  duty  and 
pleasure  to  attend  to  architecture— are  very 
suooessAil."- £conowi«f. 


"  We  conceive  It  to  be  Impossible  that  any  Intel- 
ligent persons  could  listen  to  the  lectures,  how- 
ever tlioy  misht  dill'erfrom  the  judgments  aaserted 
and  from  the  general  propositions  laid  down, 
without  an  elevating  influence  and  an  aroused 
enthusiasm."- auscfa^or. 


The  Political  Economy  of  Art. 

Price  2s.  M.  cloth. 

"A  noat  able,  elogsent,  and  well-timed  work.  I  recommend  this  little  volume,  like  all  his  other 


Wehailit  with  satisuction,  thinking  it  calculated 
to  do  inuoh  praotical  good,and  waoordlally  reoom- 
meiul  it  to  our  readem."— Wi^nenn. 

"  Wa  never  quit  Mr.  JEluskln  without  being  the 
better  for  what  he  baa  told  us,  and  thCNfore  wo 


works,  to  the  perimnl  ol'our  rciulers."— £canomt«<. 
"This  book,  daring,  aa  it  is,  glances  k'Mnir  at 
principles,  of  wliicli  some  are  among  %\v,  articieN 
of  anotentcudea,  while  others  are  arolviuc  slowly 
to  the  light."— Z«a<2«r. 
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Expositions  of  St.  Paul's  Epistles  to 

the  Corinthians. 

Bj/  the  late  Rev.  Fred.  W.  Robertson. 

One  thick  Volume,  post  8vo.     Price  10s.  G</.  cloth. 


"These  leotui-oH  wore  the  last  diaaoiirsfls  that 
Mr.  Boburtson  csor  delivered  from  his  inilrll. 
lli^h  UH  is  tho  I'taiKlMrd  of  thouitlitfiiliicst  iiiid 
oi'ixiniility  whlei  wo  expect  in  uvcriiJilng  that 


rumos  froui  the  Dnii  of  this  preacher.  the<>a  piUM 
nut  uuwortiiy  oi  that.nlKta  standard.   T4ia 


siavtlo  volume  in  itself  would  ustabllMh  'vi 
liou  for  lis  writer," 


liuta- 


Sermons : 

By  the  late  Rev.  Fred.  IV.  Rohertmn^  A.M.^ 

Incumbent  of  Trinity  Chapel.  Brighton. 

FIRST  SERIES.— Seventh  Edition,  post  8vo,     Trice  0.*,  cloUi. 
SECOND  SERIES.— Seventh  Edition.     Price  9s.  cloth. 
THIRD  SERIES.— Fifth  Edition,  post  8vo,  with  Portrait.     Price 
cloth. 


"There  nro  many  persons,  snd  their  number 
incrpftsos  every  year,  to  whom  llobcrtMon's  writ- 
inf?8  are  the  most  slabtp.  rxhaustloss,  and  satis- 
factory form  of  roll,  'is  tciicliirin  which  tho 
nineteenth  century  lii>  yiven— tho  most  wiho, 
suxKestive,  and  practical.      Siiturdaif  Hrrlfw. 

"There  must  lieaKreat  and  true  heart,  wliore 
there  is  a  ftreat  and  true  preacher.  And  in  that, 
beyond  everythinif  else,  lay  the  secret  "f  Mr. 
Robertson's  intlucnee.  We  feel  that  n  lirothcr 
man  is  speakini;  to  us  as  brother  men  :  that  \v>:  uvu 
liHtonin!;,  not  to  the  ninasurod  words  of  ;i  ouliii, 
oooi  thinker,  but  to  tlip  passionate  docp-tonca 
volne  of  an  earnest  humsu  soul."— A(^«6«C(7A 
CArwiMMi  Mauuzine. 


"These  sermons  arc  full  of  thought  and  bi^auty 
There  is  not  a  sermon  in  the  series  tliat  does  not 
furnish  evidence  of  oriuinalltj'  without  extrava- 
uaiice,  of  discrimination  without  tediousness,  and 
of  piety  without  cant  or  conventionalism." — 
Hrilunh  Quarter/;,'. 

"  We  recommend  the  whole  of  thevolumes  totho 
p<u'UNrtl  of  our  readers.  They  will  Hiul  in  them 
'.houicht  of  .1  rare  and  beautiful  description,  an 
'^arnestncsH  of  mind  steadfast  in  tho  search  of 
iiutli,  and  a  charity  pure  and  all-emliraciUK." — 
f  ■ritwmiiit. 

riiey  arc  verv  ri'innrkablo  comiMisitiona.    The 

n;litsarPofi<      wry  striking,  nm'.  entirely  out 

1/.        inu;kofordj..aryscrinoui8inx."-  GaariWaw. 


-.C- 


■*  * 

* 


Quakerism,   Past  and  Present : 

Being  an  Inquiry  into  th<   Causes  of  its  Decline. 

Bf/  John  S.  Rowntrec. 
Post  8vo.  Price  .» ■.  cloth. 

This  Est-ay  gaine<l  the  First  Prize  of  One  Hundred  Guineiw 
offered  for  tlie  best  Essay  on  the  subject. 


The  Peculium  : 

An  Essay  on  the  Cuu.sl  j  of  the  Decline  of  the  Society  of  Friend.s. 

By  Thomas  Hancock. 

Post  8vo.    Price  5s.  cloth. 

^^*  This  Essay  gained  the  Second  Prize  of  Fifty  Guineas,  which  ^ras 
afterward.s  increased  to  One  Hundred. 
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WORKS  PUBLISIII]D  BY 


On  the  Strength  of  Nations. 

!     Bi/  Andrew  Bisset,  M.A. 

Post  8vo.     Price  9s.  cloth. 


"  We  can  safely  reeommeud  the  perusal  of  this 
work  10  all  who  Iiave  not  maturely  considered  the 
Hubject.  It  will  set  them  thinking  in  the  right 
direction."— i)a<Iv  Vews. 

"  Frequent  conourrenoe  with  him,  and  general 
sympathy  with  his  views,  even  where  we  do  not 
aeoept  Ms  principles,  dispose  us  to  recommend 
llr.  Bisset'sbook  for  pomatH."- Spectator. 

"Ifr.  Bisset  has  dealt  with  this  important 


sultiect  in  a  way  that  will  be  equally  aoneptahle 
to  the  scholar  and  the  triiu  ccouuiuist."— If or?i- 
ina  Star. 

'*  We  commend  moKt  heartily  Mr,  Blsset'a  able 
volume."— A'xawfner. 

"A  work  exhibiting  considerable  research; 
many  of  the  author's  viows  will  be  found  correct, 
and  valuable  at  the  pioseut  tuomenW—Literarj/ 
Gazette. 


Social  Innovators  and  their  Schemes. 

B^  William  Lucas  Sargant 

Post  8vo.     Price  10s.  6d.  cloth. 

this  merit  that  constitutes  the  special  value  of 
Mr.  Sar«nut's  book.  His  vinwH  are  sensible  and 
sound,  they  are  brought  forward  clearly  and  diH- 
passionately,  with  quiet  vigour  and  telling  illus- 
tration."—lVc««. 


"  Mr.  Sargant  has  written  a  very  useful  sketch. 
His  book  is  impartial,  pleasantly  written,  and 
(excellently  arranged."- Suturdajr  Review. 

"  It  has  the  merit  of  going  deep  into  the  subject 
matter  at  one  of  its  most  vital  points ;  and  ft  is 


Lectures  and  Addresses. 

B?/  the  late  Rev.  Fred.  W.  Robertson. 

Post  8vo.     Price  7s.  Gd.  cloth. 


"  These  lectures  and  addresses  are  marked  by  I 
the  same  qualities  that  made  the  author's  ser-  I 
mous  so  Justly  'vnd  so  widely  popular.  They  I 
manifest  the  8a.ne  earnest,  liberul  spirit,  the  I 
ardent  love  of  truth,  the  lucid  eloquence,  the  wide  I 
sympathy,  and  singleness  of  purpose."— //it.  Oaz.  I 


"They  throw  some  new  light  on  the  constitu- 
tion of  llobertson's  mind,  and  on  the  directiun'in 
which  it  was  unfoldint;  itself."— Saturday  JJertetr. 

"  In  these  addressen  wo  are  gladdened  by  rare 
liberality  of  view  and  range  ofsympathy  boldly 
expressed."- Dativ  Telet/r'aph. 


The  Education  of  the  Human  Race. 

Now  first  Translated  from  the  German  of  Lessing. 

Fcap.  8vo,  antique  cloth.     Price  4s. 


"  An  agreeable  and  flowing  translation  of  one 
of  Lessing's  finest  Giia,y»."—NationalReview. 

"  The  Essay  makes  quite  a  gem  in  its  English 
ti)rm."—Weiitmin»ter  Ueview. 


'  This  invaluable  tract."— Cri7/c. 

"  A  little  bool<  on  a  great  subject,  aii'i  one  which, 
in  its  (lay,  exerted  no  slight  intiucnci  upon  Euro- 
pean thought."— /«y«jrer. 


WiUiam  Burke  the  Author  of  Junius. 

Bjj  Jelinger  C.  Symons. 


Sqi 


juare 

'  A  week's  reflection,  and  a  second  reading  of 
>lr.  Hymons's  book,  have  strengthened  our  con- 
viction that  ho  has  proved  his  case."— Siiectafor. 

"  By  diligently  comparing  the  letters  of  Junius 


Price  3s.  Grf.  cloth. 


with  the  private  correspondence  of  Edmuiul 
Burke,  he  has  elicited  certain  ptirallel  passages 
of  which  It  18  inipossibin  to  evade  the  signi- 
llcanoe."— itteror//  Qazette. 


The  Oxford  Museum. 

By  Henry  W.  Acland,  M.D.,  and  John  Ruskin,  A.M. 


Post  8vo,  with  Three  Illustrations.     Price  2s.  6rf.  cloth. 

"  Every  one  who  cares  for  the  advance  of  true  j      "  There  is  as  much  significance  in  the  occasion 
learning,  and  rtesires  to  note  an  onward  step,     orthl»  little  volume  aslntercstinthebookitsell.' 
Phould  buy  and  read  this  little  volume,"— J/ orn-  I  —Speutator. 
•HI/  Herald,  I 
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Christianity  in  India. 

Bt/  John  William  Kaye, 

8vo.     Price  I65.  cloth. 


"  Mr.  Kwre  has  written  a  history  of  the  develop- 
n.ent  of  Ohristianity  in  India  by  all  its  agencies 
and  all  its  manifestations.  .  .  .  His  whole 
narrative  is  eloquent  and  Informing,  and  he  has 
KKaln  made  a  valuable  use  of  his  great  oppor- 
tunities and  indisputable  talents,  so  that  his  book 
will  probably  become  a  standard  authority."— 

"  The  author  traces  the  history  of  Christian 
Missions  in  India  from  their  earliest  commence- 
ment down  to  the  present  time,  with  a  light 


and  graceful  pen,  and  is  not  wearisomely  minute, 
but  Judiciously  discriminative."— ^;A«na)Hai. 

"  Mk.  Kare's  is,  in  many  respects,  an  able  bool^ 
nnd  it  is  likely  to  prove  a  very  useful  one.  Mr. 
Kaye  is  not  only  most  instructive  from  his  fsmi- 
liarity  with  all  points  of  detail,  but  he  sees  and 
Judges  everything  as  it  was  seen  andJudged  hjr 

has  made 


the  great  statesmen  whose  wisdom 
British  government  possible  in  India.' 
BevieK. 
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,  Qd.  cloth. 


-•o*- 


District  Duties  during  the  Revolt 

In  the  North -West  Provinces  of  India. 

Bt/  H.  Dundas  Robertson,  Bengal  Civil  Service. 

Post  8vo,  with  a  Map.     Price  9s.  cloth. 


"  To  all  who  desire  interestina  information  on 
India  we  commend  this  volume."— il(/ieii<Btt»M. 

•'  An  exceedingly  valuable  book,  of  vital  interest 
to  the  empire  of  Britain  in  the  Bast."— /H«««ra^ed 
Sem»  of  the  World. 


expresses  them  with  point  and  clearness,  on 
many  disputed  questions  connected  with  the 
revolt."— TJcojiofliisi. 

-  "Pew  men  have  such  a  tale  of  hardship,  en- 
durance. »nd  peril  to  relate,  and  few  men  are 


'  Mr.  Robertson  has  opinions  of  his  own,  and  I  betteroaloiUated  todoitjustice."— .VorntnflrPoi^ 


Narrative  of  the   Mutinies  in  Oude. 

By    Captain   G.   Hutchinson, 

Military  Secretary,  Oude. 
Published  by  Authority.    Post  8vo.    Price  10s.  cloth. 


-^Ot- 


Campaigning  Experiences 

In  Rajpootana  and  Central  India  during  the  Suppression  of  tlie 

Mutiny  in  1857-8. 

By  Mrs.  Henry  Duherly, 

Author  of  a  "  Journal  kept  during  the  Russian  "War." 
Post  8vo,  with  Map.     Price  lOs.  6<7.  cloth. 


"Mrs.  Duberly  has  produced  a  very  readable 
nnd  even  amusing  volume.  Indeed,  it  is  not  easy 
to  lay  it  aside  when  once  opened,  and.  there  can 


he  little  doubt  that  it  will  attain  a  considerable 
circulation."— /Vf«». 

"  Mrs.  Buberly'H  '  Oampaignintt  Experiences 
is  a  pleasant,  chatty,  little  vuluine."— (M^io. 


Papers  of  the  late  Lord  Metcalfe. 

By  John  William  Kaye, 

Demy  8vo.     Price  16s.  cloth. 

'We  commend  this  volume  to  all  persons  who  I  speoulative  sagacity  of  a  philosophical  states- 
l\keto  study  State  papers,  in  which  the  practical  I  man.  No  Indian  library  should  be  without  it."- 
stn«eof  a  man  of  the  world  is  Joined  to  the  |  —Prtu. 
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Jndia  md  ih  (fyld—continued. 

Personal  Adventures 

During  tlie  Indian  Rebellion  in  Rohilcund,  Futtehghur,  and  Oude. 

-%   W.  Edwards,   Esq.,   B,C.S. 

Fourth  Edition,  post  8vo.     Price  6s,  cloth. 


"  For  toiiching  ineidenta,  hair-hreadth  'boajdm, 
and  the  pathos  of  snffierinK  almo*t  inei-edtDln, 
tbere  h«M  appeared  nothing  like  this  little  book  of 
perMnal  adventures,  tar  ihe  first,  time  we  seem 
tttrmiliie  the  magnltnde  of  the  affliotioae  whioh 
hK*e  herallen  our  untiitppy  countrymen  in  the 
ntat.  The  terrihie  drama  come  s  before  ue,  and  we 
am  'tis  ttirns  bewilder'fd  with  horror,  stunK  to 

fMree  indignation,  and  melted  to  tears 

tVe  hare  horo  a  tale  of  snfnering  such  as  may  have 
been  equalled,  but  never  surpassed.  These  real 
adventures,  which  no  nffort  of  the  imagination 
can  surpass,  will  find  a  sympathising  public."— 
Athencenm. 


"Mr.  BdwardA's  narrative  is  one  of  tlie  most 
deeply  laterestlnK  episoUes  of  a  sitoty  of  which 
t  lie  least  striking  poriione  cannot  be  read  without 
oMotion.  He  tells  hts  story  with  sim'pRctty  and 
lAamiincss,  and  it  bears  the  impress  of  that 
earnest  and  unafleoted  reverenee  to  the  will  and 
liand  of  Clod,  which  was  the  stay  and  comfort 
of  many  other  bravo  hearts."— Guordan. 

"  The  narrative  of  Mr.  Edwards's  snffeHng  end 
escapes  is  full  of  interest ;  ft  tells  many  a  nnlnrul 
tale,  but  it  also  exhibits  a  man  patient  tmrer  ad- 
versity, and  looking  to  the  Ood  and  Father  of  us 
all  for  guidauce  and  support."— i'ctocfic  Beviev). 


A  Lady's  Escape  from  Gwalior 

During  the  Mutinies  of  1857.  ^ 

B^  Mrs.  Coopland. 

Post  8vo.         Price  10s.  6d. 

"  A  plain,  nnvarntshcd  tale,  told  in  the  simplest  I      "  The  merit  of  this  book  is  its  tmth'.   ...   It 
manner."— iy«8S.  I  contains  some  passages  tliat  newr  will  M  read 

"Thfs  book  is  valuable  as  a  contribution  to  the     by  Euglishmeu  without  emotion."— Jtea«<ii«r. 
ltia<!eryofthogruHtIndianreboUlon."— .i<Ae»<E'(M.  I 


The  Crisis  in  the  Punjab. 

B^  Frederick  H.  Cooper,  Esq.,  C.S.,  Umritsir. 

Post  Svo,  with  Map.     Price  7s.  6c?.  cloth. 

"  The  book  is  full  of  terrible  interest.   Thenar-  I      "One  of  the  mostintorostingand  spirited  books 
rative  is  written  with  vigour  and  earnestness,  I  which  have  sprung  out  of  the  sepoy  mutiny."— 
and    is    full    of  the   most    tragic   interest."—  I  Globe, 
iconomut. 


Views  and  Opinions  of  Gen.  Jacob,  C.B. 

Edited  hy   Captain  Lewis  Pelly. 

8vo.     Price  12,s.  cloth. 


Demy 


"  The  facts  in  this  book  are  worth  lookiug  at. 
If  thi!  reudtM-  dosiies  to  take  »  peep  into  the  inte- 
rior of  the  mind  of  a  great  man.  let  him  make 
ae^uainCauoe  vhth  the  'Views  and  Opinions  ol 
General  Jacob.'"— GM6«. 


"  This  is  truly  a  gallant  and  soldierly  book ;  very 
Nnpterlsh  in  its  self-aontldonco,  in  its  cspital 
HcnKe,  and  in  its  devotednesn  to  professional 
honour  and  the  pnMic  good.  The  boM  shonld  be 
81  u  lied  by  all  who  nre  interested  in  the  oholoe  of 
a  new  government  for  India."— Z)at/y  New$. 


«»« 


.     British  Rule  in  India. 

By  Harriet  Martineau. 

Sixth  Thouannd.     Price  2s.  M.  cloth. 

*.*  A  reliable  class-book  for  examinrttion  inthe  history  et  British  TiiitiR. 
''A  fo«d  eompendtum  of  a  gNaV  subjeot."—  I     *'  A  fmoolnat   and  oomprOUensive  Totune." 
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Jn^ia  and  tli^  (Bn^i— continued. 
The  English  in  Western  India: 

Being  the  Early  History  of  the  Factory  at  Surat,  of  Bombay. 

Bi/  Philip  Anderson,  A.M, 

Second  Edition,  8vo.      Price  14s.  cloth. 


"  Qmlnt,  curious,  and  amusiriK,  this  volume 
describes,  from  old  iiianuscriptB  and  obscure 
books,  the  life  of  English  incrcliants  in  an  Indian 
I'MtAry.   1%  centaiua  fresh  and  aaiusing  goasfp. 


all  bearinf;  on  events  and  characters  of  hislorical 
importaneo."— yltAe»<eitw. 
''A  book  of  permanent  value."— GMardten. 


Life  in  Ancient  India. 

Bif  Mrs,  Spier. 

With  Sixty  Illustrations  by  G.  Scharf. 
8vo.     Price  15s.,  elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  gilt  edges. 

.il'f^**JSH*;j?^mn^f  ^nnnnur*  v fpJb  ^nV*  ^'t  !  Sp^lr ;  lu  whloh  he  wiH  And  the  storT  told  in 
tt^  ?"hola?8  hSle  m^?k^iow,J  to usresS  «5»e''r,'oorreet,  and  unaffected  En^lisU.  '^The  book 
iJi  A^rieSt  iX  musrperMO^^^^^^^^  laadmlnUJl,  ^ot  «p."-JSx«M.n«-. 


at  never  vrllt  be  read 
•tlon."— B«o«*'««'' 
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The  Parsees  : 

Their  History,  Religion,  Manners,  and  Customs. 

By  Dosabhoy  Framjee, 

Post  8vo.     Price  10s.  cloth. 


"  Oar  author's  account  of  the  inner  life  of  the 


'An  acceptable  addition  to  out  literature.   It 


farsees  will  be  read  with  interest."— X»a«/i/Ar#wj<.  jsives  inrorinatioii  which  many  will  be  glad  to 

"A  very  curious  and  well-written  book,  by  (v  have  oarefullyaatlterad  together,  and  formed  into 

younx  Parsee,  on  the  manners  and  customs  of  |  n  shapely  whole."— £conuMt«t. 
his  own  race."— A^attono/  Reviev, 


—o^ 


Tiger  Shooting  in  India. 

By  Lieutenant  fyHliam  Rice, 

25th  Bombay  N.I. 

Super-royal  8vo.     With  Twelve  Plates  in  Chromo-lithography. 

10s.  Gd.  cloth. 

**  Tlwae  adventures,  told  in  handsome  large  I  reading  as  any  record  of  Aporting  achieyemcnte 

?i-int,  with  spirited  chromo-lithographs  to  illiis-  I  we  have  ever  taken  in  baud."— ^tAenteKm. 
mte  them,  make  the  volume  before  us  as  pleasant  | 

Indian  Scenes  and  Characters 

By  Prince  Alexis  Soliykoff. 

Sixteen  Plates  in  Tinted  Lithography,  with  Descriptions. 

Edited  by  E.  B.  Eastwick,  Esq.,  P.R.S. 

Colombier  folio.    Prints,  lOs.;  proofs  (only  Fifty  Copies  printed),  l5s. 
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England  and  her  Soldiers.      ' 

By  Harriet  Martineau. 

With  Three  Plates  of  Illustrative  Diagrams.     1  vol,  crown  8vo, 

price  9s.  cloth. 


"  The  purpose  with  which  Miss  Martineau  has 
written  about  £nRland  and  her  soldiers  is  purely 
praotioal.  and  equally  so  is  the  mnniior  in  which 
she  has  treated  tne  subject.  There  is  not  in  her 
whole  volume  one  line  of  invective  against  indivi- 
duals or  classes.  No  candid  reader  can  deny  that 
this  etlbrt  has  been  made  opportunely,  ably,  and 
discreetly."— Spectotor. 

"  The  book  is  remarkable  for  the  clear,  compre- 
hensive way  in  which  the  subject  is  treated. 
Orent  credit  is  due  to  Miss  Martineau  for  having 
>o  i-ompnotly,  so  spiritedly,  witli  so  much  truth  or 


detail,  and  at  the  same  time  so  much  force,  placed 
the  matter  before  the  public  in  this  interestiuK 
and  well-timed  volume."— j>'Aipj)in^  and  Met  ean- 
tile  Qaxette, 

"  Miss  Martineau  has  worked  out  her  subject 
with  courage,  power,  and  conscientiousness. 
Faithful  in  fact  and  rich  in  sugiestion,  she  has 
given  us  in  this  volume  a  very  valuable  addition 
to  our  present  store  of  knowledge  as  the  conduct 
and  condition  of  the  Crimean  troopa."~Liferartf 
Gasette, 


Narrative  of  the  Siege  of  Delhi. 

By  the  Rev,  J.  E,  W.  Rotton^ 

Chaplain  to  the  Delhi  Field  Force. 

Post  8vo,  "with  a  Plan  of  the  City  and  Siege  Works. 
Price  IO5.  6<?.  cloth. 


"  A  simple  and  touching  statement,  which  bears 
the  impress  of  truth  in  every  word.   It  sur" 


onie  of  those  personal  anecdotes  and  minute 
.let  nils  which  bring  the  events  home  to  the  under- 
%\nw\\n%."—Athen<fum. 


"'The Chaplain's  Narrative'  Is  remarkable  for 
its  pictures  of  men  in  a  moral  and  religious  aspect, 
during  the  progress  of  a  harassing  siege  and 
when  suddenly  stricken  down  by  the  enemy  or 
iixmfksii."— Spectator, 


The  Defence  of  Lucknow: 

By  Captain  Thomas  F,  Wilson^  \^th  Bengal  N.L 

Assistant  Adjutant-General. 
Sixth  Thousand.     With  Plan.     Small  post  8vo.     Price  2s.  M. 


"  The  Staff-Offlcer's  Diary  is  simple  and  brief, 
»i)d  has  a  special  interest,  inasmuch  as  it  gives  a 
ftiller  account  than  we  have  elsewhere  seen  of 
thoxo  operations  which  were  the  chief  human 
means  of  salvation  to  our  friends  in  Lucknow. 


The  Staff-Officer  brings  home  to  us,  by  his  details, 
the  nature  of  that  underground  contest,  upon  the 
result  of  which  the  fate  of  the  beleaguered  garrison 
especially  depended."— Jjxowjner. 


Eight  Months'  Campaign  against  the 
Bengal  Sepoys  during  the  Mutiny, 

1857. 
By  Colonel  George  Bourchier,  C.B. 

Bengal  Horse  Artillery. 
With  Plans.     Post  8vo.     Price  7s.  6d.  cloth. 

•Col.  Bonrchier  describes  the  various  opern-  I  " Col. Bourchier  has  given  a  right  manly,  fhir, 
lidiii  with  a  modest  forgetAtlness  of  self,  ns  and  forcible  statement  of  events,  and  the  reader 
niKHsiug  and  as  rare  as  the  clear  manly  style  in  |  will  derive  much  pleasure  and  instruction  ttom 
H  iil(th  they  are  narrated."— Xifw-ary  Ctatette.        i  his  pages."— i<M«rf(nrm. 
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Annals  of  British  Legislation : 

A  Classified  Summary  of  Parliamentary  Papers. 

Edited  by  Leone  Levi. 

The  yearly  issue  consists  of  1,000  pages,  super-royal  8vo,  and  the 
Subscription  is  Two  Guineas,  payable  in  advance.  The  Thirty- 
fifth  Part  is  just  issued,  commencing  the  Third  Year's  Issue. 
Vols.  I.  to  IV.  may  be  had.     Price  4Z.  4s.  cloth. 


"  A  sorles  that  will,  if  It  be  always  managed  as 
It,  now  is  by  ProffiSior  Levi,  last,  as  lons^  as  tiinro 
nimains  a  Legislature  in  Great  Kvitiiin.  These 
Annals  are  to  give  l  lie  eHseiiue  of  work  done  and 
iiiformatlou  garnered  for  tin  State  durinii  each 
logtslative  year,  a  summary  description  of  every 
Act  passed,  a  dieest  of  ttio  vital  fuots  contained 
ill  every  Blue  Book  issued,  and  of  all  dociiraent.8 
relating  to  the  public  business  of  the  country. 
The  serios  will  live,  while  generations  of  men  die, 
if  it  be  maiutainou  In  its  old  age  as  ably  and  as 


conscientiously    us  it  is  now  in  its  youth."— 
Examiner. 

"  The  idea  was  admirable,  nor  does  the  execu- 
tion full  short  of  the  plan.  To  accomplish  this 
effectively,  and  at  the  same  time  briefly,  was  not 
an  easy  task ;  but  Professor  Levi  has  undertaken 
it  with  great  success.  The  work  is  essentially  » 
euiile.  It  will  satisfy  those  persons  who  refer  to 
it  merely  for  general  purposes,  while  it  will  direct 
the  research  of  others  whoso  investigations  take 
a  wider  ttu\ie."—Atlten(B»m. 


—o*- 


A  Handbook  of  Average. 

With  a  Chapter  on  Arbitration. 

Btj  Manley  Hopkins, 

Second  Edition,  Revised  and  brought  down  to  the  present  time. 
8vo.     Price  15s.  cloth  ;    17s.  Gd.  half-bound  law  calf. 


-•o*- 


Manual  of  the  Mercantile  Lav^ 

Of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland. 

By  Leone  Levi,  Esq, 

8vo.     Price  12s.  cloth. 


"  It  is  sound,  clear,  and  practical.  ...  Its 
contents  are  strictly  those  of  a  manual— a  liani- 
h(K(k  for  law  chsmbers,  otilces,  and  connting- 
hi.nses;  reuuislte  in  most  or  s<ich  places,  and 
suparfluousin  Wi\\o."—Athenceum, 


"  Its  simplicity  and  faithfulness  make  it  an  ex* 
tremeLv  serviceable  book."— £xo«t»«er. 

"An  admirable  work  of  the  kind."— into  Times. 

"  It  presents  a  tair  summary  of  the  law  on  the 
great  subject  of  which  it  treats."— Zaic  J/ a^asihe. 


Laws  of  War 

Affecting  Commerce  and  Shipping. 

By  H.  Byerly  Thomson. 

Second  Edition,  gi'eatly  enlarged.     8vo.     Price  4s.  M.  boards. 


"  Mr.  Thomson  treats  of  the  immediate  efffeots 
i>r  war ;  ol  enemies  and  hostile  property ;  of  prises 
luid  privateers;  of  license,  ransom,  re-capture, 


and  salvage  of  neutrality,  contraband  of  war, 
blockade,  right  of  se.irch,  armed  neuti-alities 
&c.,  SM,"—Economitt, 
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Against  Wind  and  Tide. 

By  Holme  Lee, 

Author  of  "  Sylvan  Holt's  Daughter."     3  vols. 


"The  i-eputatltn  wliioh  '  K»thle  Brande'  and 
'  Sylvan  Holt's  Diiughtcr '  won  for  their  nutlior 
will  be  orowntd  by  •  Ajfiilnst  Wind  and  Tide.'    ' 
hi 


tnure  charming  novel 
years  from  the  press  ' 


as  not  prooeerted  of  late 
Mominff  Herald. 


'  This  novel  is  by  many  deKrees  the  best  spe- 
olmen  of  Qotion  that  h%s  been  placed  in  our 
lianda."— Xi<«rary  Gazette. 


"This  is  oneof  the  fhw fcood novels  that,  dosorvi 
permanent  life."— /''a'omiHei'. 

"Full  of  unimnted  scenes  and  rich  in  clever 
description."— PrfM. 

"  To  all  who  aiipreclate  a  power^llly  concen- 
trated work,  this  one  may  be  fairly  recom- 
mended."—iSum. 


The  Cousins'  Coui-tship. 

~    John  R,  Wise. 


By 


Two  vols 


"The  'Cousins'  Cowrtuhlp*  Is  a  kind  of  prose 
Idji^U,  in  which  an  earnest,  pure,  simple  love  is 
developed  without  axtv  hysterical  romance.  To  iv 
decided  talent  for  satirical  illustration  and  coin- 
ment,  Mr.  Wise  unites  a  nice  observation,  delicate 
reflections,  and  a  sympathy  for  what  Is  beautiful. 
Its  cleverness,  its  genial  tone.  Its  nlaylul  satire, 
its  scholarly  yet  perfbetly  easy  and  natural  lan- 
guflAe,  with  its  vivid  portraiture  of  scenery, 
entitle  the  'Cousins'  Courtship'  to  a  grateful 
recognition."— ^pecta^or. 


\Now  ready. 

"We  are  well  pleased  with  Mr.  Wise's  novel. 
Those  who  begin  to  read  thn  'Cousin's  Court- 
ship* will  flnisli  It.  Wo  rarely  meet  with  one  pos- 
sessed of  so  matiy  ejoort  qualltios."— Af4<niinflr  Poxt. 

"  A  very  clever  novel:  It  possesses  some  exot'l- 
lent  qualities.  T)ic  merits  uf  the  book  aro  great. 
It  Is  thoroughly  true :  we  take  it,  indeed,  that  it 
is  a  collection  uf  personal  experiences.  Mr.  Wise 
can  fnirly  lay  cmlm  to  the  merit  of  vivid  and 

Sowerful  desnription  of  what  ho  lias  seen."— 
torning  Herald. 


The  Fool  of  Quality. 

By  Henry  Brooke. 

New  and  Revised  Edition,  with  Biographical  Preface  by  tlie  Kev.  C. 
KiNGSLEY,  Rector  of  Eversley. 


Two  vols,  post  8vo,  with  Portrait  of  the  Author,  price  21s. 

"  If  the ' Fool  of  Quality '  he  perused  with  re-  '  of  an   aepomplished  gentleman    and  a  sincorr; 
Jcrence  to  the  period  at  which  it  was  written,  as 
well  as  from  its  author's  point  of  view,  and  if  it 
bti  considered  as  the  earnest,  heartfelt  production 


mplisli 
phlltintliropist,  whose  life  was  devoted  to  eflorts 
to  do  good,' 


v>,v..^  B..„M,its  excellences,  which  are  many,  will 
he  aAmittm."— Illustrated  London  Newg. 


Phantastes  : 

A  Faerie  Romance  for  Men  and  Women. 

By  George  Macdonald. 

Post  8vo.     Price  10s.  Grf.  cloth. 


"The  work  is  one  wlilch  will  form  a  source  of 
asreeable  reading  to  many.  It  is  replete  witli 
wild  imagery,  strange  flights  of  fancy,  and  beau- 
tit\\\  descriptions  of  nature."— JDai^y  TeleffrapK. 

"The  whole  book  is  Instinct  with  poetry,  with 


delicate  perception  of  the  hidden  emotions  of  the 
Buul,  Willi  thought,  and  with  ideal  truth.  The 
stor^f'  is  in  fact  a  parable— an  allegory  of  human 
life,  its  temptations  and  its  sorrows.''— Xiterar;/ 
Qazette. 


Esmond. 

By  W.  M.  Thackeray. 

A  New  Edition,  being  the  third,  in  1  vol.  crown  bvo 


"The  book  has  the  great  charm  of  reality. 
Queen  Anne's  colonel  writes  his  life— and  a  very 
interestini!  life  It  is— just  as  a  Queen  Anne's 
colonel  might  he  supposed  to  have  written  it. 
Mr.  Thackera.v  has  selected  for  his  hero  a  very 
noble  type  of  the  cavalier  softening  into  the  man 
of  the  eighteenth  century,  and  for  his  heroine, 
one  of  the  sweetest  women  thnt  ever  breathed 
ftom  canvas  or  fl-on:  hook  since  RafTtielle  pniuted 

nd  Shakspearo  wrote,"- ;!^«ctator. 


Price  ()S.  cloth. 

"  Once  more  we  feel  that  we  have  before  us  a 
masculine  and  thoroughly  English  writer,  uniting 
the  power  of  subtle  analysis,  with  a  strong 
volition  and  a  moving  eloquence— an  eloquence 
which  has  gained  in  riciinoss  and  harmony. 
'Esmond'  must  be  read,  mt  for  its  characters, 
but  for  its  romantic  plot,  its  spirited  grouping, 
and  its  many  tluilUng  utterances  of  the  anguisli 
of  the  huuutn  heart."— ilMe««t«»ii. 


"TV 


e. 


a  novels  thill' tlosorvn 

9  and  rich  in  clever 

i  powe^^^lly  concen- 
ijr  be    fairly   rccom- 
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[Now  ready. 

Ith  Mr.  Wtsn's  novel, 
tho  'Coualn'8  Court- 
Blv  meet  with  one  pos- 
It'ies."— Aftr»iin(7  yoxt. 
Dossesses  some  exc*M- 
of  the  booK  arp  Kre?*; 
take  it.  Indeed,  that  \t 
(xperiences.  Mr.  Wise 
lie  merit  of  vivid  aii'l 
rtiiat  ho  Uiis  seen.  — 


by  tlie  Kev.  C. 


price  21s. 

[leman   and  a  sincere 
was  devoted  to  eflorts 
1.  which  are  many,  will 
London  News. 


Iiitlden  emotions  of  the 
VitU  ideal  truth.  Tho 
J-»n  fUlegory  or  human 
Is  sorrows.*'— i»««r«wy 


1  Price  Gs.  cloth. 
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Euiilish  writer,  uniting 
Clysis,  with  a  stront! 
Bouonce— an  eloquence 
bl'noss  and  harmony. 
iiit  for  its  characters, 
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VOYAGES  AND  TRAVELS. 


Visit  to  Salt  Lake. 

Being  a  Journey  across  the  Plains  to 

the  Mormon  Settlements  at  Utah. 

By  William  Chandless. 

Post  8vo,  with  a  Map.    2s.  6d.  cloth. 

"  Mr.  Chandless  is  an  impartial  observer  of  tho 
Mormons.  Ho  gives  a  full  account  of  the  nature 
of  the  country,  the  religtou  of  the  Mormons,  their 
governmCiit,  institutions,  morality,  and  tho  singu- 
lar relationship  of  the  sexes,  with  its  oonsc- 
quonoes."— CriMe. 

"Those  who  would  understand  what  Mormo- 
nism  Is  can  do  no  better  than  read  this  authen- 
tic, though  Uglit  and  lively  volume."— Lcacie**. 

"  It  impresses  the  readerns  faithful."— AfaiJOHa^ 
Review. 


Memorandums  in  Ireland. 

By  Sir  John  Forbes. 
Two  vols,  post  8to.    Price  1/.  1*.  cloth. 


The  lied  River  Settlement. 

By  Alexandtr  Hoss. 
One  vol.  post  8  vo.    Price  5».  cloth. 

"The  subject  is  novel,  curious,  and  not  without 
Interest,  while  n  strong  senso  of  tho  read  obtains 
througUout."— Sjwc^a^or. 

"Tho  history  of  tUe  Kcd  River  Settlement  i« 
remarkable,  if  not  unl(|H0,  among  colonial 
records."— £i<erurj/  Gazette. 

"One  of  the  most  interesting  of  the  romances 
of  civilization."— 06«fn,'«*. 


The  Argentine  Provinces. 

By  William  McCann,  Esq. 

Two  vols,  post  8vo,  with  Illustrations. 
Price  24s.  cloth. 


Germany  and  the  Tyrol. 

'         By  Sir  John  Forbes. 

Post  8vo,  with  Map  and  View, 
Price  10s.  6(/.  cloth. 

"Slr.Tohn  Forbes' volume  fUUy  justifies  its  title. 
Wherever  he  went  he  visited  sights,  and  has  ren- 
dered a  fltithfi'l  and  extremely  ir'^eresting  account 
of  thom.".-Literarj/  Gazette, 


Fur  Hunters  of  the  West. 

By  Alexander  Boss. 
Two  vols,  post  8vo,  with  Map  and 
Plate.    Price  10s.  Gd.  cloth. 
"A  well- written  narrative  of  moat  exeltiag  ad- 
ventures."—GwanJittji. 

"A  narrative  full  of  Incident  and  danierous 
adventure."— X.»<era»*y  dazette. 

Campaign  in  Asia. 

By  Charles  Duncan^  Esq. 
Post  8vo.  Price  2s.  6rf.  cloth. 


The  Columbia  River. 

By  Alexander  Boss. 
Post  8vo.    Price  2s.  Gd.  cloth. 


Travels  in  Assam. 

By  Major  John  Butler. 
One  vol.  8vo,  with  Plates.    12s.  cloth. 


BIOGRAPHY. 


Life  of  Sir  Robert  Peel. 

By  Thomas  Doubleday. 
Two  vols.  8vo.    Price  18s.  cloth. 

Women  of  Christianity 

Exemplary  for  Piety  and  Charity. 

By  Jnlia  Kavanagh. 

Post  8vo,  with  Portraits.    Price  5s.  in 

embossed  cloth. 


Woman  in  France. 

By  Julia  Kavanagh. 

Two  vols,  post  8vo,  with  Portraits. 

Price  12s.  cloth. 


The  Novitiate; 

Or,  the  Jesuit  in  Training. 

By  Andrew  Steinmetz. 

Tliird  Edition,  post  8vo.   2s.  Gd.  cloth. 
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WOUKS  I'UBLISHEI)  BY 


RELIGIOUS. 


Historic  Notes 

On  the  Old  and  New  Testumcnt. 

Bjf  Samuel  Shavpe. 

Third  and  Revisec)  Edition.  Tost  8vo. 

Price  7«.  cloth. 

"  An  inestimable  aid  tn  theoleriiymiin,  rnndnr, 
city  mUaionary,  and  Siinday-scliuol  teacher." 
—Illustrated  News  of  th«  Worlit. 

"Xlea,rn66,aadaonsMohook."-Nationalliev!cw. 

Tauler's  Life  and  Sermons. 

Translated  hy  Miss  Susanna 

Winkworth. 

With  a  Preface  by  the  Ilev.  CiiAiir.iis 

KiNUSLBV. 

Small  4to,  printed  on  Tinted  Paper, 
and  bound  in  Antique  Style,  witii 
red  edges,  suitable  for  a  Present. 
Price  la.  6rf. 

"  Miss  Winkworth  has  done  a  service,  not  only 
to  church  history  and  to  literature,  but  to  tliuMf 
who  seek  simple  and  true-hearted  devotiuniil 
readln.at,  or  who  desire  to  kindle  their  own  piety 
through  the  example  of  saintly  men,  by  producinK 
a  very  instructive,  complete,  and  deeply  Interest- 
ing life  of  Tauler,  and  by  givina  to  iisalro  a  sample 
of  Tauler's  sermons  tastefully  and  vigorously 
translated."— Gfuarc2tan. 

"  No  difference  of  opinion  can  bo  felt  as  to  the 
intrinsic  value  of  these  sermons,  or  the  general 
interest  attaching  to  this  book.  The  Sermon'^ 
are  well  selected,  aud  the  translation  excellent." 
—AtheHCBum, 


Signs  of  the  Times  ; 

Or,  The  Dangers  to  ReliRious  Liberty 
in  the  Present  Day. 
By  Chevalier  Bunsen.       • 
Translated  by  Miss  Susanna  Wink- 

WOKTH. 

One  vol.  8vo.    Price  5.«.  cloth. 

"T)r.  Huiisen  is  drfng  good  service,  not  only  to 
lii»nuuntry  but  to  Christendom,  by  sounding  an 
niariu  touchinR  the  dangers  to  rellgioun  liberty  in 
till!  present  state  of  the  world."— £riti<A  Quar- 
terly, 


Testimony  to  the  Truth  of 
Christianity. 

Fourth  Edition,  fcap  8vo.     35.  cloth. 

Sermons  on  the  Church. 

By  the  Rev.  11.  W.  Evans. 


11. 
8vo.    Price  10s.  &d. 
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Sermons. 

By  the  Rev.  C.  B.  Taylor. 

Author  of  "Records  of  a  Good  Man's 

Life." 

12mo.    Price  \s.  6d. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


Goethe's  Conversations 

with  Eckermann. 

Translated  by  John  Oxenford. 
Tm'o  vols,  post  8vo.    Price  5«.  cloth. 

The  True  Law  of 
Population. 

By  Thomas  Douhleday. 
Third  Edition,  8vo.    Price  6».  cloth. 
»c» 

Poetics ; 

An  Essay  on  Poetry. 

By  E.  S.  Dallas. 

Post  8vo.    Price  2*.  6rf,  cloth. 


The  Endowed  Schools  of 

Ireland. 

By  Harriet  Martineau. 
8vo.    Price  3«.  6rf.  cloth  boards. 

"  The  friends  of  education  will  do  well  to  possciis 
themselves  of  this  \)oo\i." —Spectator, 


Juvenile  Delinquency. 

The  Prize  Essays. 

By  M.  Hill  and  C.  F.  Cornwallis. 
Post  8vo.    Price  6«.  cloth. 


The  Principles  of 
Agriculture ; 

Especially  Tropical. 
By  B.  Lovell  Phillips,  M.D. 
Demy  Svo.    Price  7s.  %d.  cloth. 

European  Revolutions  of 

1848. 
By  E.  S.  Cayley,  Esq. 

Crown  Svo.    Price  6s.  cloth. 

"  Hr.  Cayley  has  evidently  studied  his  suttject 
thoroughly,  he  has  consequently  produced  an 
interesting  and  philosophical,  though  unpretend- 
ing history  or  an  important  epoch."  — ^ew 
Qitarterl^. 

"  Two  instructive  voluraos."— 06»«T«r, 


m 


Times ; 

eli«iou8  Liberty- 
It  Day. 
Bunsen.       • 

>D8ANNA  WlNK- 

,ce  5.«.  cloth. 

tl  lervlce,  not  only  to 
iotn,  by  BoundlnK  an 
loreH«iou!«  liberty  In 
>r\i."— British  Quar- 


be  Truth  of 
nity. 

8vo.     3s.  cloth. 

le  Church. 
W.  Evans. 
lOs.  Gd. 
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^  MISCELLANEOUS— con<i««cf/. 

The  Bomhay  Quarterly    '  Hints  for  Investing  iMoney. 

Review.  i  ^.'/  Erands  riai/thvd. 

No8.  1  to  9  at  5s.;  10  to  14,  f.v.  cadi.   !  Second  Edition,  post  8 vo."  2s.  6f/.  cloth. 

Men,  Women,  and  Books. 

/>//  fjeujh  Jin  lit. 
Two  vols.    Price  10.v.  cloth. 

Tabir^ralk. 

Bif  Leif/h  If  lint. 
rrice  .'5.V.  ()(/.  cloth, 
.ex 


The  Court  of  Henry  VIIL: 

Being  a  Selection  of  the  Despatches 
of  Sebastian  (}iustinian,  Venetian 
Ambassador,  ir)15-1519. 

Translated  by  Rawdon  Brown. 

Two  vols,  crown  8vo.    Price  21s.  cloth. 

"  It  Is  seldom  that  a  page  of  genuine  old  history 
is  reproduced  for  us  with  as  much  evidence  of 

*•     ■    the 

r. 


painstaking  and  real  lovo  of  the  sutvlect  as  in  tt 
selection  of  despatches  made  and  edited  by  U 
llnwdon  Brown."— TiwM, 

"  Very  Interesting  ami  suggestive  volumes."— 
BritUh  Quarterli)  Revieio, 

"  Most  ably  eMo{l."—Frater't  Magaxine. 


Austria. 

By  Thompson. 
Post  Svo.    I'rlc'c  \l.^. 


INDIA  AND  THE  EAST. 


Suggestions    towards    the 

Government  of  India. 

By  Harriet  Martineav. 
Second  Edition,  demy  Svo.     5s.  cloth. 

"Genuine  honest  utterances  of  a  clear, sound 
nndorstandiiix,  neither  obscured  nor  enfeebled  by 
party  prejudice  or  personal  scltlshneM!!.  We  cor- 
dially retomuiond  ull  wlui  are  in  search  of  the 
truth  to  peruse  aiul  reperuso  these  pages."— 
Dail]/  NeicB, 


Lectures  on  New  Zealand. 

By  William  Sivainson,  Esq. 
Crown  Svo.    Price  2s.  &d.  cloth. 


-*5*- 


Australian  Facts  and 
Prospects ; 

With  the  Author's  Australian  Auto- 
biography. 

By  R.  II.  Home, 

Author  of  "  Orion,"  "  The  Dreamer 

and  the  Worker,"  &c. 

Small  post  Svo.    Price  5s.  cloth. 


-«*- 


New  Zealand  and  its 

Colonization. 

By  William  Swainson,  Esq. 
Demy  Svo.    Price  14s.  cloth. 

"  This  is  the  most  complete  and  comprehensive 
account  of  ttie  colonization  of  New  Zealand  which 
has  yet  beeu  laid  before  the  public."- Gto&e. 


Victoria. 

And  the  Australian  Golu  Afincsin  1857. 

By  William  Westijarth. 
Post  Svo,  with  Maps.      l(».v.  6rf.  cloth. 

"Mr.  Westgnrth  hiis  protlueofl  n  roliahle  ami 
readable  hook  well  stocked  with  information,  and 
pleasantly  intoi'spcrsed  with  incidents  of  travel 
and  views  of  colonial  life.  It  is  clear,  sensible, 
and  suggestive."— ^f/moeuffl. 

"  A  lively  account  of  the  most  wonderful  hit  ol 
colonial  experience  that  the  world's  history  lias 
furnished."— Bxttn!i««r. 

"We  think  Mr.  Westgarth'!)  book  much  the 
best  which  has  appeared  ou  AusI  ralia  since  the 
great  crisis  in  its  history."— 6\rfi/rr2u^  Review. 

"  A  rational,  vigorous,  illustrative  report  upon 
the  progress  of  the  greatest  colony  in  Australia." 
—Lemler. 

The  Commerce  of  India 
with  Europe, 

And  its  Political  Effects. 

By  B.  A.  Irving,  Esq. 

Post  Svo.    Price  7s.  6rf.  cloth. 

"  Mr.  Irving's  work  is  that  of  a  man  thoroughl,r 
versed  in  his  subject.  It  is  a  historical  hand- 
book of  the  progress  and  vicissitudes  of  European 
trade  with  India."— £oono»ii«^ 

The  Cauvery,  Kistnah,  and 
Godavery : 

Ik'inj;  a  Report  on  the  Works  con- 
structed on  those  llivers,  for  the 
Irrigation  of  Provinces  in  the  Pre- 
sidency of  Madras. 
By  R.  Baird  Smith,  F.G.S., 

Lieut.-Col.  Bengal  Engineers,  &c.  Sec 

Demy  Svo,  with  19  Plans.    28s.  cloth. 
"  A  'most  curious  and  interesting  work."— 
Economist, 
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WORKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


INDIA  AND  THE  "EAST-continued. 
The  Bhilsa  Topes ;       ]    Fibrous  Plants  of  India. 

Fitted   for    Cordage,    Clothing,    and 


Or,  Buddhist  Monuments  of  Central 
India.  | 

£y  Major  Cunningham.  I 

One  vol.  8vo,  with  Thirty- three  Plates,  i 
Price  30*.  cloth. 

"Of  tho  Topoa  opcnmi  In  Tarlons  parts  of  India 
nono  have  yielded  so  rich  a  liarvont  uf  important 
Inrormation  u  thone  of  HIillRa,  openud  by  Mujor 
Ounnlnffham  and  Lloitt.  MnlHoy:  and  wliloh  are 
described,  with  nn  abundance  of  hlghlv  curloiiH 
Kraphio  tllUHtratlons,  hi  this  most  intorcstlnK 
book."— ii;«aMJN«r. 


The  Chinese  und  their 
Eebellions. 

By  Thomas  Taylor  Meadows. 

One  thick  Tolume,  8vo,  with  Maps. 
Price  18s.  cloth. 

"Mr.  Meadows'  book  is  tho  work  of  a  learned, 
conscientious,  and  observant  person,  and  really 
importMit  in  man]r  respeots."— 7ii)M«. 

Traits  and  Stories  of 
Anglo-Indian  Life. 

By  Captain  Addison. 

With  Eight  Illustrations.  2s.  6rf.  cloth. 

"Aneedotcs  xnd  stories  well  oalmJated  to 
IIInMrata  Anglo-Indian  life  and  the  (omcstto 
manuara  wid  habits  of  Hlndostan."-0(s<<rp«r. 


-*o^ 


Infanticide  in  India. 
By  Dr.  John  Wilson. 
Demy  8vo.    Price  1 2». 


Grammar  and  Dictionary 
of  the  Malay  Language. 

By  John  Crawfurd,  Esq. 
Two  vols.  8vo.    Price  36«.  cloth. 

WORKS  OF  ns.  FORBES  ROTLE. 

Culture  and  Commerce  of 
Cotton  in  India. 

8vo.    Price  IPf.  cloth. 


8vo. 


Paper. 
Price  12a.  cloth. 


The  Resources  of  India. 

Super-royal  8vo.    Price  14*.  cloth. 


Review  of  the  Measures 

Adopted  in  India  for  the  Improved 
Culture  of  Cotton. 
8vo.    Price  2«.  6rf.  cloth.     * 


Rangoon. 

By  Lieut.  W.  F.  B.  Laurie. 
Post  8vo,  with  Plates.     28.  6d.  cloth. 


-•<*- 


Pegu. 

By  Lieut.  W.  F.  B.  Laurie. 

Post  8vo.    Price  14*.  cloth. 

The  Theory  of  Caste. 

By  B.  A.  Irving,  Esq. 

8vo.    Price  5s.  cloth. 

»o* 


Indian  Exchange  Tables. 


By  J.  H.  Roberts. 

Second  Edition,  enlarged. 
Price  10s.  6rf.  cloth. 


8vo. 


-•o*- 


The  Turkish  Interpreter: 

A  Grammar  of  the  Turkish  Language. 

By  Major  Boyd. 

8vo.    Price  12s. 

Indian  Commercial  Tables. 

By  James  Bridgndl. 
Royal  8vo.    Price  21s.,  half-bound. 
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NAVAL  AlTD  MILITART. 


Gunnery  in  1858. 

A  Treatiie  on   Kifle«,   Cannon,  and 
Sporting  Arms. 

Jii/  William  (jveetier^ 
Author  of  "The  Gun." 

Demy  8vo,  with  Illustrations. 
I'rice  14«.  cloth. 

"A  vory  nomprohoimlvo  work.  Thoso  who 
periiM  it  wtU  know  ulmotit  ull,  If  not  nil,  that 
liookg  eun  teanh  them  of  ruur  and  gunmiry."— 
Naval  ami  MilUaru  Oiieitfi. 

"The  most  IntL'TCNtlne  work  of  the  kind  tliiit 
hiM  Rome  uiiiior  our  \\olioa."~aatui»HUiv  Review. 

"We  nan  conUdontly  recomniiMid  this  book  of 
Ounnory.  not  only  to  tUn  profiiHNlonal  utiulunt, 
hut  also  to  the  Hport«man."— A'ovu;  anil  MHUai'u 
Herald. 

"Mr.  Oreonnr's  trnatlso  Is  HUffKONlivo,  amnlp, 
and  elalK>rat(t,  and  doalM  with  tlio  ontiru  eiubjoct 
uyHtomatically."— .l<Ae»(''K»». 

"  A  work  of  Rrunt  pruuMital  value,  whiuli  hidR 
fair  to  Htand,  for  many  yaaxn  to  ooine,  tlin  chiet 
praotloal  authority  ou  tlio  subject,"— JiJMforjr 
Spentator. 

"An  anwptalUe  contribution  to  professional 
lilmraturn,  written  In  h  popular  hiyXii."— United 
Service  Jlai/aiiue. 


The  Native  Army  of  India, 

Jii/  Brigadier- General  Jacobs  C.B. 
8vo.    Price  a«.  6d. 


»o< 

The  Militiaman. 

With  Two  Etchinps,  by  John  Lkech. 
Post  8vo.    Price  9s.  cloth. 

"Very  nmuiina.  and  eonveylnRanlmpreMlonof 
ftitthfulncaM,"— ^ationuf  Reeiew. 

"  A  very  lively,  entertaining  companion."— 
Critic. 

"The  author  In  hnmoroun  without  beinn  wll- 
n.lly  Hmart.  aarcastic  without  hitteruenR,  and 
slirewd  without  pamdinK  Ms  knowledKo  and 
p.iwor  (if  ohtiervKtion."— fJBiircM. 

"  Quidtly,  but  huraoi  ously,  written."  — 
Athunmum. 


-«&•- 


Kusso-Tm*kish  Campaigns 
of  1828-9. 

Bif   Colonel   Chesnet/j 

kA.,  D.C.L.,  F.II.S. 

Third  Edition.    Post  8vo,  with  Maps. 

Price  12*.  cloth, 

"The  only  work  on  the  subject  suited  to  the 
military  v»>viBr."—UHi'eft  Service  Gazette. 

"  In  a  HtratoBic  point  of  view  this  woi'k  Is  very 
valuublc."— A>ic  iluwlerlv. 


Military  Forces  and  insti- 
tutions of  Great  Britain. 

Bi/  H.  Bi/erly  'Thompson. 
8vo.    Price  5*.  cloth. 

"A  wen-arran))!«(l  and  earefuUy  dlRested  com- 
pllation,  giving  a  clear  InslKlit  into  the  economy 
of  the  army,  and  the  working  of  our  militarj 
system."— ifjjfcttttcr. 

Sea  Officer's  Manual. 

By  Captain  Alfred  Parish.^ 

Second  Edition.     Small  post  8vo. 

Price  Ss.  cloth. 

"A  very  lucid  and  eompendlous  mannal.  Wo 
would  recommend  youths  intent  upon  a  seofkiring 
life  to  study  \t."—Athen<tum. 

"  A  little  Douk  that  ought  to  be  in  groat  reque.i 
i  among  young  soamcn."— fxatntfter. 


LEGAL. 


Handbook  of  British 
Maritime  Law 

By  Moricc. 
8vo.     Price  5s.  cloth. 


Moohummudan  Law  of 
Sale. 

By  N.  B.  E.  Baillic,  Esq. 
8vo.    Price  14s.  cloth. 


Commercial  Law  of  the 
World. 
By  Leone  Levi. 
Two  vols,  royal  4to.    Price  6/.  cloth,   i      Moohummudan    LaW    of 

.A. ! 

Inheritance. 


Land  Tax  of  India. 

According  to  the  Moohummudan  Law 

By  N.  B.  E.  Baillie,  Esq. 

8vo.     Price  6s,  cloth. 


By  N.  B.  E.  Baillie,  Esq. 

8vo.     Price  8s,  cloth. 
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WORKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


ILLUSTRATED  SCIENTIFIC  WORKS. 


Results  of  Astronomical 
ObservatioPc^ 

Made  at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope. 

By  Sir  John  Herschel. 

4to,  with  Plates.    Price  4/.  4v.  cloth. 


-•o*- 


Geological  Observations 

On  Coral  Reefs,  Volcanic  Islands,  and 
on  South  America. 

B?j  Cliarlea  JJai'win,  Esq. 

With    Maps,  Plates  and   Woodcuts. 

Price  10.¥.  6e/.  cloth. 


Zoology  of  South  Africa. 

By  Dr.  Andretv  Smith. 
Royal  4to,  cloth,  with  Coloured  Plates. 

MAMMi^LIA iS 

AVKS   7 

BEPTILIA  5 

I'lSCES  Ci 

lAVKRTKHUAT^K  1 


THE 


Botany  of  the  Himalaya. 

By  Dr.  Forbes  Royle. 

Two  vols.  roy.  4to,  cloth,  with  Coloured 

Plates.     Reduced  to  .'5/.  5*. 


-•««- 


MEDICAL. 

The  Vital  Statistics      !  On  the  Treatment  of  the 


Of  the  European  and  Native  Armies 
in  India. 

By  Joseph  Ewart,  M.D. 

Bengiil    Medical    Service. 

Demy  8vo.    Price  9*.  cloth. 

"  A  valuable  work,  in  which  Dr.  Ewart,  with 
eqtittl  industry  and  skill,  has  compressed  the 
essence  and  import  of  an  immense  mass  of  de- 
tails."—iS'jjec<n^or. 

"  One  main  object  of  this  most  valuable  volume 
is  to  point  out  the  causes  which  renderthe  Indian 
climate  so  fatal  to  European  troops,"— CJ'>^/c 


On  Disorders  of  the  Blood. 

Translated  by  Chmidcr  Cooimd 

Diy. 

8vo.     Price  Is.  6d.  cloth. 


Insane. 

By  ^ohn  Conolty,  M.D. 
Demy  8vo.     Price  14s.  cloth. 

"Dr.  Conolly  has  embodied  in  this  work  hiN 
experiences  ofthe  new  system  of  treating  patieni^i 
at  Hanwell  Aay\am."—Jiconomi»t. 

"We  most  nanieslly  coniruond  Dr.  Conolly's 
treatise  to  all  who  nva  interested  in  the  suhJeot." 
—  WeKt.ininiiter  lieview. 

On  Abscess  in  the  Liver. 

By  E.  J.  Waring,  M.D. 
8vo.    Price  3«.  6d. 


Manual  of  Therapeutics. 

By  E.  J.  Waring,  M.D. 
Fcap  8vo.     Price  iis.  Cut.  cloth. 


FICTION. 


Cousin  Stella; 

Or,  Conflict. 

By  the  Author  of  "  Violet  Bank:'' 

Three  volumes. 

"An  excellent  novel,  written  with  j?reat  care; 
the  interest  is  well  sustained  to  the  end,  and  the 
charnciers  are  ail  life-like.  It  is  an  oxtreiRcly 
well-written  and  well-conceived  story,  with  quiet 
power  and  precision  of  touch,  with  Iresluiess  of 
interest  and  great  merit."— /J  wempwni. 

"' Cousin  Stella'  has  the  nierii,  now  becoming 
rarer  and  rarer,  of  a  comparative  novelty  in  its 
su)\|ect;  the  interest  of  which  will  secure  for  this 
.'lovel  a  fair  share  of  popularity."  —  Haturdaj/ 
Ueview. 


Confidences. 

By  the  Author  of  "  7i'?Va." 

"This  new  novel,  by  the  author  of  'Uita,'  dis- 
plays the  same  combination  of  ease  and  power  i.i 
the  delineation  of  chiirnctpr,  tl»o  same  life-like 
diHlo.Kiie,  and  the  same  faculty  of  constructing  an 
intt!ri:nung  »tory. "Spectatof. 

"Decidedly  both  good  and  intcrestliisf.  ThH 
book  lias  a  Iresh  and  pleasant  air  about  it:  it  is 
written  in  an  excellent  tone, and  tliero  are  touches 
of  pathos  nere  and  there  which  we  must  rank 
M'ith  a  higher  styie  of  roinpD^itiou  tliitn  that 
usually  attained  in  voiKs  ul'  lliis  cliiss."— .¥*•» 
Quarterli/  Ueciew. 
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FICTION—'^"  "  '*«  ^'Cf^' 


Trust  for  Trust. 

By  A.  J.   BarvowcUfi', 

Author  of  "Amberhili." 

Three  volumes. 

"  It  is  seldom  we  find,  even  in  thiM  great  aite  of 
novel  writing,  so  much  that  is  pleasant  and  so 
liltle  to  object  to  as  in  '  Trust  for  Trust.'  It  con- 
ttiins  much  original  thouglit  and  fresh  humour." 
—Leader. 

••  The  story  is  ndmirahlj  developed.  Theinterest 
never  flags,  the  incidents  are  natural  without 
h«ing  commonplace,  and  the  men  and  woman  talk 
ivnd  act  like  human  beings."— iVe«fi. 


&C. 


The  Moors  and  the  Fens. 

By  F.  G.  TrafmL 

Three  volume.<*. 

"This  novel  stands  out  much  In  the  same  way 
that 'Jane  Eyre' did.  .  .  .  The  fhiiracters  nio 
drawn  by  a  mind  whieh  can  rpali/o  tlotiticMs 
characteis  with  minute  intensit.y."~i'a^«i'(/<ii' 
devierci, 

"  It  is  seldom  that  a  first  tlction  H  entitled  to 
such  applause  as  is  'The  Moors  and  the  Fens," 
uiid  wc  shall  look  ai\xiously  for  the  writei's  next 
essay."— t'iv'/i>. 


Ellen  Raymond; 

Or,  Ups  and  Downs. 
By  Mrs.  Vidal, 
Author  of  ""Tales  for  the  IJush,' 
Three  volumes. 

"  The  characters  are  good,  the  style  pure,  cor- 
rect, brisk,  anu  easy."— Fren*. 

"Mrs.  Vidal  displa.vs  resource,  imagination, 
and  power  in  no  common  degree.  *  •  •  Tliere  is 
more  power  and  strength  put  forth  in  '  Kllen 
Haymoud'  than  perhaps  in  any  lady's  hook  ot 
this  generation."— So<j(r(7oy  Review. 

•'This  novvl  willflud  a  great  many  adrairers." 
—Leader. 

THE 

Dennes  of  Daundelyonn. 

By  Mrs.  Charles  J.  Proby. 
Three  volumes. 

"This  is  a  novel  of  more  than  averaae  merit. 
There  is  considerable  knr.wlodge  ol'  character, 
power  of  description,  anii  ciuiet  Kocial  satire,  ex- 
hibited in  its  pages.''— i'r^'tii. 

"  '  The  Uennes  of  Daundelyonn '  is  a  very  read- 
able book,  and  will  he  immensely  popniHT.  .  .  . 
It  has  many  beauties  which  deservedly  recom- 
mend it  to  the  novel  reader."— C'/'f/fc. 


Lost  and  Won. 

By  Georgiana  M.  Craik, 

Author  of  "  Riverston." 

One  volume.    Second  Edition. 

"  Nothing  superior  to  this  novel  has  appeared 
during  the  present  season."- ieodw". 

"  Jliss  Crnik's  new  story  is  a  good  one  and  in 
poi  nt  of  ability  above  the  average  of  ladies'  no\  els." 
—Diiilv  Neirs. 

"The  language  is  good,  the  narrative  spiriti'd, 
the  characters  are  fairly  delineated,  and  tho 
dialogue  has  considerable  dramatic  force."— 
Sattirday  Hevieir. 

"  Tins  is  an  improvement  on  Miss  Craik's  tirst 
work.  Tlie  story  is  more  compact  and  njoi"! 
interesting.  '—^fA^«(PK»i. 


An  Old  Debt. 


% 


'1/  Florence  Dawson. 
Two  volumes. 

"A  powerfully  written  novel;  one  of  tho  best 
which  has  recently  proceeded  from  a  female 
hand.  .  .  .  The  uialogue  is  vigorous  and 
spirited."— JI/orwt>w  Post. 

"There  is  an  energy  and  vitality  about  this 
work  which  distingiush  it  from  the  common 
heail  of  novels.  Its  terse  vigour  sometimes  recals 
^Miss  lirontC,  but  in  some  respects  Miss  I'lorencc 
Dawson  is  decidedly  superior  to  the  author  of 
'  Jane  Eyre.'  "—mittirdav  Review. 

"  Ti.is  novel  is  written  wiili  great  earo  and 
painstaking:  it  evinces  considerable  powers  of 
reJlection. "  The  style  is  good,  and  the  author 
possesses  tho  power  of  depicting  emotion."— 
Atlievtrum. 

"A  very  good  seasonable  novel."— icinfer. 


I 


The  Two  Homes. 

By  the  Author  of  "  The  Heir  of 

VaUis:' 

Three  volumes. 

"There  is  a  great  deal  that  is  very  good  in  this 
book— a  great  deal  of  good  feeling  and  excellent 
design.  .  .  .  There  are  some  good  pictures  of 
Madeira,  and  of  life  and  society  there  -,  and  there 
iiru  evidences  of  much  painstaking  and  talent."— 
AthencKum. 

"  '  The  Two  nomes '  is  a  very  clever  novel.  .  . 
Mndei;'a  furnishes  Mr.  Mathews  with  a  lertllo 
theme  for  his  descriptive  powers.  Yhe  dialogue 
is  good:  the  characters  all  speak  and  act  coii- 
i-istently  with  their  natures."— iypoi'er. 


My  Lady. 

A  Tale  of  Modern  Life. 
Two  volumes. 

"'My  Lady'  is  a  tine  specimen  of  an  English 
matron,  exhibiting  that  union  of  strength  and 
gentleness,  of  common  sense  and  romance,  of 
energy  and  grace,  which  nearly  approaches  onr 
ideal  of  womanhood." — Press. 

"  '  My  Lady '  evinces  charming  feeling  and  deli- 
C!»cy  of  touch.  It  is  a  novel  that  will  be  read  witli 
interest."— /l<Af?)(tPM»(. 

"  Tlie   story   is   told    throughout    with    great 
strength  of  feeling,  is  well  written,  and  <><is  a 
jiiot  which  is  by  no  means  common-place."- 
i;a:ami)ier. 

"  Tliere  is  some  force  and  a  good  deal  of  fresh- 
ness in  '  My  Lady.'  The  characters  are  distinctly 
drawn,  and  often  wear  an  ap  larance  of  indi- 
viduality, or  almost  porsonalit.v.  The  execution 
is  fresh  and  powerful."— ^;)cciutor. 

"  It  is  not  in  every  novel  we  can  light  upon  a 
style  so  vigorously  graceful— upon  an  intolligence 
so  rehned  without  littleness,  so  tenderly  truthful, 
which  has  sensibility  rather  than  poetry;  but 
which  is  also  most  subtly  and  searchingly  power- 
ful."—iJttfc/m  Vnivemitu  Mauazine. 


-♦O.- 


Gaston Bligh. 

By  L.  S.  Lavenv, 

Author  of  "ErIestTiere." 

Two  volumes. 

"  The  story  is  t(dd  with  great  power;  the  wholo 
honk  spaikh's  with  etprit;  and  the  eliaractt'rs 
talk  like  gentlemen  and  ladies.  It  iu  very  enjoy- 
nlilo  reading."— /"rM*. 

" '  Gaston  Bllgh '  is  a  good  story,  admirably 
told,  full  of  stirring  incident,  sustaii'ing  to  thn 
clo.sn  the  interest  of  a  very  ingenious  plot,  and 
abounding  in  clever  sketclios  of  oliaracter.  It 
sparkles  with  wit.  and  will  reward  perusal."— 
Uritii; 


26 


WORKS  PUBLISHED  liY 


FICTION— co«/in  lied. 


Sylvan  Holt's  Daughter. 

By  Holme  Lee, 

Author  of  "Kathie  Brande,"  &c. 

Second  Edition.     3  vols. 

"The  well-established  reputation  of  Holmo 
Lee,  as  a  novel  ^-riter,  will  receive  an  additional 
Klorsr  (yom  the  puhlioation  of  'Sylvnii  Holt's 
DnuKhter.'  It  is  a  Rhnrming  talu  of  country  life 
and  character."— 0/o6e. 

"  There  is  much  that  is  attractive  In  '  Sylvan 
Holt's  DaiiKhter,'  much  that  is  $;raoefiil  and  re- 
ftned,  mucli  that  is  fresh,  heivltliy.  and  iiatural." 
—Press. 

"The  conception  of  the  ^lory  his  a  nood  deal  of 
originality,  and  the  characters  avoid  common- 
nlaoe  types,  without  heiug  unnatural  or  improba- 
ble. Tlie  heroine  hersolr  is  chiirmiu!?.  It  is  a 
novel  in  which  tliere  is  much  to  interest  and 
please."— i\>w  Qiiarteyl//  Review. 

"A  novel  that  is  well  worth  rinidinur,  and  whicli 
possesses  the  cnrdinal  virtue  of  being  extremely 
uiterestinir."— yl^Aewfeit/n. 

"A  really  sound,  pood  book.  hit;hl.v  finished, 
true  to  nature,  viKorous,  passionate,  honest,  and 
uinoero."— Z)»6Mn  Vnivenitp  Magasine, 

The  Professor. 

By  Currer  Bell. 
Two  volumes. 

"We  think  the  author's  ft-ieiids  have  shown 
fcound  Judgment  in  pubU^ihin):  the  '  Professor,' 
now  that  she  is  gone.  ...  It  shows  the  first 
i?erm8  of  conception,  which  afterwards  expanded 
and  ripened  into  the  great  crcaiiuus  of  lier  imagi- 
nation.    At  tlio  same  time  her  advisers  wen; 


But  it  abounds 


The  Three  Chances. 

Bi/    the    Author  of    « The   Fair 

Careu-r 

Three  volumes. 

"  Home  of  the  oharaeters  and  romantic  sltna- 
tions  arc  strongly  marked  and  peculiarly  original. 
.  .  .  It  is  the  gront  merit  of  the  authoress  that 
the  personages  of  her  tale  are  human  and  real."— 
Leader. 

"  This  novel  is  of  a  mora  solid  texture  than 
most  of  its  contemporaries.  It  is  full  of  good 
sense,  good  thought,  and  good  writing."— States- 
man. 

The  Cruellest  Wrong  of 
All. 

B)/  the  Author  of  "  Margaret ;  or, 

Prejudice  at  Ilome.^^ 

One  volume. 

"  The  author  has  a  pathetic  vein,  and  there  is  n 
tender  sweetness  in  the  tone  of  her  narration."— 
Leader. 

"It  has  the  first  roqnisite  of  a  work  meant  to 
amuse :  it  is  amusinr?.''— Gto6e. 


e(iually  riglit  when  they  counselled  her  not  to 
luiblisn  it  in  her  lifetime.     .    .        —   ■  •■ 
in  merits."— i'u^iMv/au  Review. 

"  Anythinf?  wliich  throws  li<lit  upon  the  growth 
andcompusition  ofsuchamind  cannot  he  other- 
wise than  interesting,  lii  tlie'l'rofeasor'  wo  mny 
discover  the  germs  of  many  tmins  i if  thinking, 
whioh  afterwai'ds  oame  to  Ut  enlarged  ana 
illustrited  in  subsequent  and  nioro  pcrfoot 
works."— Critic. 

"There  is  much  new  insight  in  it,  mnch  ex- 
tremely cliaracteristic  genius,  and  one  character, 
moreover,  of  fresher,  lighter,  aud  more  airy 
Brace."— ifciDWDiMt. 


-«<*- 


Below  the  Surface. 

Tiirce  volumes. 

"The  book  is  unquestionably  clever  and  enter- 
taining. Tlio  writer  uevelops  fi-om  tli-st  to  last 
hia  double  view  of  human  life,  as  coloured  by  tlie 
manners  of  our  age.  .  .  .  It  is  a  tale  superior 
to  ordinary  novels,  in  its  practical  application  to 
the  phases  of  actual  i\(G."—Athen(tum. 

"  Tliero  is  a  gi'wat  deal  of  cleverness  in  this  story  ; 
a  much  greater  knowleduo  of  conntrj  life  and 
character  in  its  various  aspects  and  conilition»< 
than  is  possessed  by  nine-tenths  of  the  novelists 
who  \nnltn'take  to  rleserilio  it."— Spei-tator. 

"This  is  a  book  wliich  P0S60SSCB  the  rare  merit 
of  being  exactly  what  it  claims  to  be,  a  story  ot 
Knglish  eiMintry  life;  and,  moreover,  a  very  well 
told  Htuvy. "—Iiaily  News. 

"A  more  tilensant  story  wo  have  not  read  for 
many  a  Any?'— liritisA  (Quarterly. 


Kathie  Brande. 

A  Fireside  History  of  a  Quiet  Life. 

By  Holme  Lee. 

Two  volumes. 

" '  Kathie  Brande '  is  not  mei-ely  a  very  interest- 
ing novel— it  is  a  ver.v  wholesome  one,  for  it 
leaches  virtue  by  example."— CWttr?. 

"Tliroughout  'Kathie  Brande'  there  is  much 
sweetness,  and  considerable  powerof  description." 
-  Satiirda}/  Review. 

"  '  Kathie  ISrande '  is  intended  to  illustrate  the 
paramount  excellence  of  duty  as  a.  moving  prin- 
ciple.  It  is  full  of  beauties."— UaiZi/  Netcs. 

The  Noble  Traytour : 

A  Chronicle. 
Three  volumes. 

"  Tlie  story  is  told  with  a  graphic  and  grace^tl 
pen,  and  the  chronicler  has  produced  a  romance 
not  only  of  great  value  in  a  historical  point  ol 
view,  hut  possessing  many  claims  upon  the  atten- 
tion of  tlie  scholar,  the  antiquary,  and  the  general 
reader."- /'o«t. 

"  An  Elizabethan  masquerade.  Shakespeare, 
the  Queen.  Essex,  Raleigh,  and  a  hundred  nobles, 
ladies  and  knights  of  the  land,  appear  on  tho 
staMC.  The  author  has  imbued  himself  with  thf 
npirit  ot  the  times."— L«a<k'r. 


Riverston. 


Eva  Desmond ; 

Ov,  Mutation. 
Three  volumes. 

"A  more  beauttnil  creation  than  Eva  it  would 
be  dlilieult  to  imagine.  The  novel  Is  undoubtedly 
laH  of  Interest."— .MorwtJij;  i'att. 

"There  Is  power,  pathos,  and  originality  In  con- 
ception and  catastrophe," — Lcailer, 


By  Georgiana  M.  Craih. 
Three  volumes. 

"  Miss  Craik  is  a  very  lively  writer :  she  has  wit. 
and  she  has  sense,  and  she  has  rnwie  in  the 
beautiful  young  governess,  with  her  strong  will, 
saucy  indeiiencKsnce,  and  promptness  of  repartee, 
an  interesting  picture."— i'r'.Kii. 

"Miss  Craik  writes  well;   she  can  paint  cha- 
racter,   passions,   manners,    with    considerable 
etfect ;  her  dialogue  fiows  e.asily  and  expressively. 
—Daily  News,  ,   „ 

"The  author  shows  great  oommandof  langusge, 
a  foi-ce  and  clearnoHS  of  expression  not  often  met 
with.  .  .  .  We  olPnr  a  welcome  to  Miss  Craik, 
and  wo  shall  look  with  iuterost  for  her  ucxl 
work."--  Atliciiui'.iii, 
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"FlCTlQiS— continued. 


Perversion ; 

Or,  the  Causes  and  Consequences  of 

Infidelity. 

By  the  late  Rev.  W.  J.  Coni/beare. 

Three  volumes. 


"This  story  has  a  touching 


liuKers  with  the  reader  after', 
book."— ji 


;  Interest,  -whirh 

Ijo  hat)  closed  tlio 

-AthencBiuit. 
'  It  is  long,  very  long,  since  Me  have  i-cad  a 
narrative  of  more  power  than  thin."— Hfitish 
Quarterln  Review. 

"This  is  a  good  aud  a  noble  book."— iVeir 
Quafterlu.  ,^, 

Maud  Skillicorne's 
Penance. 

Bij  Mart)  C.  Jackson, 

Author  oi"  "The  Story  of  my  Wardship." 

Two  volumes. 

"  The  style  is  natural,  and  displays  considerable 
dramatic  power."— CVttJe. 

"  It  is  a  well  concocted  tale,  and  will  be  very 
palatable  to  novel  readeTa."—MmiiingFost. 

The  Roua  Pass. 

J5y  Erich  Machenzie. 
Three  volumes. 

"  It  is  seldom  that  we  have  to  notice  so  good  a 
novel  as  the  '  lloua  Pass.'  The  story  is  welt  con- 
trived and  well  told ;  thu  incidents  arc  natural  and 
varied;  several  of  the  characters  aro  skilfully 
drawn,  and  tluitof  the  heroine  is  fresh,  powcrfal, 
and  oriji[inal.  The  Highland  scenery,  in  which 
the  plot  IS  laid,  is  described  with  truth  and  feeling 
—with  a  command  of  language  which  leaves  a 
vivid  impression."— iS'otMri/ay  Review. 

"The  peculiar  charm  of  the  novel  is  Its  skilful 
painting  of  the  Highlands,  and  of  life  among  the 
Highlanders.  C^uiuk  observation  and  a  true  sense 
of  the  poetry  in  nature  and  human  life,  the 
author  \\n,%."—Exandner. 


The  White  House  bv  the 
Sea: 


By 


A  Love  Story. 
?/  M.  Betham-Edwardt. 
Two  volumes. 

"A  taleof  English  domestic  life.  The  writing  is 
very  gond,  graceful,  and  unalTccted ;  it  pleases 
without  startling.  In  the  dialogue,  people  do  not 
haranguo,  but  talk,  and  talk  natunvlly.''— Critic. 


-•o«- 


Extremes. 


By  Miss  E.  W.  Atkinson, 

Author  of  "  Memoirs  of  the  Queens  of 

Prussia." 

Two  volumes. 

"A  nervous  and  vigorous  style,  an  elaborate 
delineation  uf  ohaniotcr  under  many  varieties, 
splrito;!  and  well-sustained  dialogue,  and  a  care- 
fully-con-drucicd  plot;  if  these  have  any  clmrms 
for  our  readers,  the v  will  not  forgot  the  swiftly 
eliding  hours  passed  in  perusing  '  Extremes.'  "— 
MofHing  fast. 

" '  Extremes  •  is  a  novel  written  with  a  sober 
purposo,  and  wound  up  with  a  moral.     The 

fiurpose  is  to  exemplify  some  of  the  ei-rors  arising 
ram  mistaken  zeal  in  religious  matters,  and  the 
evil  cons(!(|ueu(.os  that  How  from  those  errors. '— 
Spectator , 


Fa 


Tina 


A  Legend  of  Cologne. 

By  George  Meredith. 

One  volume. 

"A  masque  of  ravishers  in  steel,  of  robber 
knights:  of  water-women,  more  ravlsiiing  than 
lovely.  It  has  also  a  bravo  and  tender  deliverer, 
and  a  heroine  proper  for  a  romance  of  Cologne. 
Those  who  love  a  real,  lively,  audacious  piece  ol 
extravagance,  by  way  of  a  change,  will  enjoy 
'  \'axUui.'"—Athen(Bum. 

Friends  of  Bohemia; 

Or,  Phases  of  Lonilon  Life. 

By  E.  M.  Whitty, 

Author  of  "The  Governing  Classes." 

Two  volumes, 

"  Mr.  Whitty  is  a  genuine  satirist,  employing 
satire  for  a  genuine  purpose.  You  laugh  with  nim 
very  much :  but  the  laughter  is  fruity  aud  ripe  In 
thought.  Ills  style  Is  serious,  and  his  ca.st  ol 
mind  severe.  The  author  has  a  merriment  akin 
to  thatofJaquesandthatofTimou,"— .<l<*«»«iii«. 


-•o*- 


The  Eve  of  St.  Mark. 

A  Ilomance  of  Venice. 

By  Thomas  Douhleday. 

Two  volumes. 

" '  The  Eve  of  St.  Mark '  is  not  only  well  writ  icii. 
but  adroitly  constructed,  and  interesting.  Its 
toiie  is  perhaps  too  gorgeous  j  Its  movement  is  too 
much  that  of  a  masquerade;  but  a  mystery  is 
created,  and  a  very  lovoablo  heroine  is  pour- 
U-aiif.A,"—AtheruBum, 

Stories  and  Sketches. 

By  James  Payn. 

Post  8vo.    Price  2s.  6rf.  cloth. 

"Mr.  Payn  is  ga.v,  spirited,  observant,  and  shows 
no  little  knowledge  of  men  and  books.'  —iffiuier. 

"A  volume  of  pleasant  reading.  Some  of  the 
papers  have  true  Attic  saltlu  thorn,"— itVerari^ 
Gazette. 

Undine. 

From  the  German  of  "  De  La 

Motte  Fouqne'.'''' 

Price  Is.  6rf. 


The  Rectory  of  Yalehead. 

By  the  Rev.  R.  W.  Evans. 
l-'cup,  cloth.    Price  3.s-. 

Social  Evils. 

By  the  Rev.  C.  B.  Taykr. 
In  Parts,  each  complete.  Is.  each,  cloth. 

I.-THB  MECHANIC. 

II.-THW  LADY  AND  VHE  LADY'.S  MAID. 
IlI.-THH  PASfOll  Ol'  DllONFULliS. 

V.-TIIB  CX)IINTRY  TOWN. 
VI.— JvlVB   AND   LKT   LIVE;   OS,   THK   M.AJI- 
<'UK»TER   WKWKRB. 

VIl.-THE  LEASIDE  KARM. 
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WORKS  rUBLISHED   BY 


^foair  ^urii[fi  (rf  |opuIaj[  Wio\h. 


Life  of   Charlotte  Bronte 

(Currer  Bell), 
Author  of  "  Jane  Eyre,"  &c. 

^y  Mrs.  GaskeU. 
Price  2s.  6rf. 

"  Wo  regard  thl8  record  ns  it  monnmciit  of 
conrHxe  and  ondiinince,  of  snfl'oring  uiid  triumph. 
....  All  the  sccrer.Rof  tho  litcriir.v  workniiin- 
Mhip  of  the  authoress  of  '  Jann  Kyre '  are  unfolded 
ill  the  cuurso  of  this  exi  raordliiary  narrative. "— 
Timen. 

"Mm.  C4asken  has  done  her  work  well.  Her 
narrative  is  simple,  direct,  intelligible,  unaffected. 
8ho  dwells  on  her  frieiul's  character  with  womanly 
tact,  thorough  uiiderstanUiiii;,  and  delicate  sis- 
terly tendernoss.  Many  parts  of  the  book  cannot 
be  read  without  deep,  even  painful  emotion;  still 
it  is  a  life  altvays  ■wota?M\y .''—Frager'g Magazhie, 
**• 

Lectures  on  the  English 
Humourists 

Of  the  Eighteenth  Century. 

Bil  W.  M.  Thackeraji, 

Autlior  of  "  Vanity  Fair,"  "  Esmond," 

"  The  Virginians,"  &c. 

Price  2s.  6d.  cloth. 

"  What  fine  things  these  lectures  contain ;  what 
eloqueur  and  sutitle  sayings;  what  wiso  and 
earnest  writing ;  how  delightful  are  their  turns 
•  if  humour  ;  with  what  a  touching  efl'ect  in  thci 
graver  passages  the  genuine  feeling  of  the  man 
comes  out,  and  how  vividly  the  thoughts  are 
painted,  as  it  were,  in  graphic  and  characteristic 
vforAs."— Examiner. 

"  This  is  to  us  by  far  the  moat  acceptable  of  Mr. 
Thackorajf's  writings.  His  graphic  style,  his 
iihilosophical  spirit,  his  analytical  powers,  his 
targe  heartedness,  his  shrewdness,  and  his  gentle, 
ness,  have  all  room  to  exhibit  tliemselves,"— 
J^rnnomi*t. 

British  India. 

B^/  Harriet  Martinemi. 
Price  2,v.  6rf.  cloth. 

"Imcid,  glowing,  and  inslruetivo  essays."— 
Kconomiat, 

"A  good  compendium  of  a  groat  subject. "— 
Naiiortal  iteview. 

"As  a  hiuidbook  to  the  history  of  India  it  is 
the  best  that  has  yet  apiieared. "  —  JUorwuii/ 
Hei'aU(, 


-•c*- 


The  Town. 

Bji  Leigh  Hunt. 

With  I'orty-tive  Engravings. 

Price  2.9.  6rf.  cloth. 

"Wo  will  allow  no  higher  enjoyment  for  a 
rational  iinmishman  than  to  stroll  leisurely 
through  this  marvellous  town,  arm  in  arm  with 
Mr.  lieigh  Hunt.  The  charm  of  Mr.  Hunt's  book 
is,  that  he  gives  us  the  outpourings  of  a  mind 
enriched  with  the  most  agreeable  knowledge: 
there  is  not  one  page  which  does  not  glow  with 
interest.  It  is  a  series  of  pictures  from  the  life, 
representing  scenes  in  which  every  inhabitant  of 
I  lie  inctropolis  has  an  interest."— Waif », 


% 


Jane  Eyre. 

Currer  Bell. 


Price  2s.  6d.  cloth. 

'".Tano  Eyre'  is  a  remarkable  production. 
Freshness  and  originality,  truth  anil  passion, 
singular  felicity  In  the  description  of  natural 
scenery  and  in  the  anttlyzation  of  human  thought, 
enable  this  tale  to  stand  boldly  outfrom  the  mass, 
iind  to  assume  its  own  place  in  the  bright  hold  of 
romantic  literature. "—a'jineo. 

"  '  Jano  liyre  '  ia  a  book  of  decided  power.  The 
thoughts  are  true,  sound,  and  original ;  and  the 
style  is  resolute,  stralghtforwarit,  and  to  the 
|i\irpo8e.  The  object  and  moral  of  the  woik  aru 
excullent."— Ji'.TttMiwe)'. 


Shirley. 

Bi/  Currer  Bell. 
Price  2s.   6d.  cloth. 

"  '  Shirley '  is  the  anatomy  of  the  female  heart. 
It  is  a  book  which  indicates  exquisite  feeling,  anfl 
very  great  power  of  mind  in  the  writ»-.  Tho 
women  rire  all  divine."— Z>aj/ji/JVeM'/i. 

•• '  Shirley '  is  very  clever.  It  could  not  be  other- 
wise. Tho  facult.y  of  graphic  description,  strong 
imagination,  fervid  and  masculine  diction,  ana- 
lytic skill,  all  are  visible.  .  .  .  Gems  of  rare 
thought  and  glorious  passion  shine  here  and 
there."— r«»ie». 

./i?/  Currer  Bell. 
Price  2s.   6rf.   cloth. 

"  '  VlUotte'  is  ft  most  remarkable  work— a  pro- 
duction altogether  nui  generin.  I'ulness  and 
vigour  of  thought  mark  almost  every  sentence, 
aiid  there  is  a  sort  of  easy  power  pervading  the 
whole  narrative  such  as  we  have  rarely  met."— 
Edinburgh  Hevieic. 

"  The  tale  is  one  of  the  affections,  and  remark- 
able as  a  picture  of  manners.  A  burning  heart 
glows  throughout  it,  and  one  brilliantly  distinct 
character  keeps  it  alive." — Atbenamm. 


Political  Economy  of  Art. 

B]!  John  RusJcin,  M.A. 
Price  2*.  6rf.  cloth. 

"  A  most  able,  eloquent,  and  well-timed  work. 

:  We  hail  it  with  satisfaction,  thinkingitcalculated 

i  to  do  much  practical  good,  and  we  cordially'  recoui  - 

:  mend  it  to  our  readers."— Witness. 

I  "Mr.  Uuskin's  chief  purpose  is  to  treat  the 
artist'spower,  and  thoart  itself,  as  items  of  the 
world's  wealth,  and  to  show  how  these  may  ho 

I  best  evolved,  produced,  iiccumulated,  and  di.t- 

:  tribuled."— .4fflc»K8W»«. 

Italian  Campaigns  of 
General  Bonaparte. 

Bi/  Geori/e  Hooper. 
With  a  Map.    Price  2*'.  dd,  cloth. 

"  The  story  of  Bonaparte's  campaigns  in  Italy- 
is  told  at  once  firmly,  .ightly,  and  pleasantly- 
The  latest  and  best  authorities,  the  Bouapart« 
correspondence  in  particular,  appear  to  hav« 
been  careAilly  and  intelligently  consulted.  The 
result  is  a  very  readable  and  useful  volume."— 
Aihenrntm. 
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^iVitB — continued. 


Wuthering  Heights  and 
Agnes  Grey. 

Jii/  Ellis  and  Acton  Bell. 

With  Memoir  by  CauuKR  Bkll. 

Price  2s.  6d.  cloth. 

"  There  are  passages  in  this  hook  of '  Wuthering 
Heights'  of  wnich  any  novelist,  past  or  present, 
might  be  proud.  It  has  been  said  of  Shakespeare 
that  he  drew  oases  whicli  the  physician  might 
study ;  Ellis  Bell  has  done  no  lesa."— Palladium. 

"  There  is,  at  all  evt-nts,  keeping  in  the  book : 
the  groups  of  figures  and  the  scenery  are  in  har- 
mony with  each  other.  There  Is  a  touch  of  Sal- 
vator  Rosa  in  nil."— Atlat. 


-*s>^ 


'  A  Lost  Love. 

By  Ashfonl  Oicen. 

Price  2s.  cloth. 

"'A  liost  Love'  is  a  story  full  of  grace  and 
);eniu8.  Nooutlinu  of  llio  story  would  givu  any 
idea  of  its  beauty."— .^^AenoBKW. 

•'  A  tale  at  once  moving  and  winniiig,  natural 
and  romantic,  and  certain  to  raise  all  the  liner 
sympathies  of  the  reader's  nature."— P/'i?**. 

Deerbrook. 

By  Harriet  Martineau. 

Price  2s.  f>d.  cloth. 
"Tins  popular  fiction  prenonts  a  true  ami  ani- 
mated picture  of  country  life  among  the  upper 
middle  classes  of  l-lnglish  residents,  and  is  re- 
markable for  its  interest,  arising  from  the 
influence  of  various  characters  upon  each  other, 
and  the  effect  of  ordinary  circumstances  upon 
them.  The  descriptions  of  rural  scenery,  and  the 
daily  pursuits  in  village  hours,  are  among  the 
most  charming  of  the  author's  writings ;  but  the 
way  in  which  exciting  incidents  gradually  arise 
out  of  the  most  ordinary  phases  of  life,  and  the 
skill  with  which  natural  and  every-day  characters 
are  brought  out  in  dramatic  situations,  attest  the 
power  of  the  author's  genius." 

Tales  of  the  Colonies. 

Bif  Charles  Rowcroft. 

Price  2s.  6rf.  cloth. 

"  'Tales  of  the  Colonies  '  is  an  able  and  interest- 
ing book.  The  author  has  the  rtrst  great  requisite 
in  fiction— a  knowledge  of  the  life  lie  undertakes 
todes'sribe;  and  his  matter  is  solid  and  real."— 
Spectator. 

"It  combines  the  fidelity  of  truth  with  the 
spirit  of  a  romance,  and  has  altogether  much  of 
1)0  Foe  in  its  character  and  composition."— 
Literaru  Qaiette. 


Romantic  Tales 

(Including  "  Avillion  ") 
By  the  Author  of  "  John  Halifax, 

Gentleman.''^ 
A  New  Edition.    Price  2s.  6d.  cloth. 

"  •  Avillion '  is  a  beautiful  and  fanciful  story, 
»nd  the  rest  make  ve-y  agreeable  reading.  There 
is  not  one  rf  them  unquickened  by  true  feeling, 
exquisite  taste,  and  a  pure  and  vivid  imagiua- 
tion."— Examiner. 

"  In  a  nice  knowledge  of  the  refinements  of  the 
female  heart,  and  in  a  happy  power  of  depicting 
emotion,  the  authoress  is  excelled  by  very  few 
•tory  tellers  of  the  day."— Otofte. 


Domestic  Stories. 

By  the  Author  of  "  John  Halijax, 
Gentleman." 

Price  2s.  6rf.  cloth. 

"  In  a  nice  knowledge  of  the  relliieiiients  of  tlio 
female  heart  and  in  a  happy  power  of  depictliiic 
emotion,  the  authoress  is  excelled  by  very  few 
story-tellers  of  the  day."- G/o6e. 

'"fhere  is  not  one  of  them  unquickened  by  true 
feeling,  exquisite  tnste,  and  a  pure  aud  vivid 
imagination."— £xaflit7ier. 

After  Dark. 

By  Wilkie  Collins. 

Price  2s.  6d.  cloth. 

"Mr.WilkloOollins  stands  in  the  foremost  ravk 
of  our  younger  writers  of  fiction.  He  tolls  a 
story  well  and  forcibly,  his  style  is  clo(|iient  and 
Iiioturesque ;  he  has  considerable  powers  of  pa- 
thos; understands  the  art  of  consti'ueiioii;  is 
never  wearisome  or  Avor  'y .  and  has  a  keen  insight 
Into  character."— Z>ai>y  ^eios. 

"  '  After  Dark '  abounds  with  genuine  touclies 
of  nutate."— British  Quarterly, 

Paul  FerroU. 

Fourth  Edition.     Price  2s.  cloth. 

"  We  have  seldom  read  so  wonderful  a  iMinaiiue. 
Wo  can  find  no  fault  iu  it  as  a  work  of  art.  It 
leaves  us  in  admiration,  almost  in  awo,  of  the 
powers  of  its  author."— A^ew  Quarterlu. 

"The  art  displayed  in  presenting  Paul  I'crroll 
tlirouuhout  the  story  is  beyond  all  praise."— 
Hxaminer. 

School  for  Fathers. 

By  Talbot  Gwynne. 
Price  2s.  cloth. 

"  'The  Schoolfor  Fathers  'isoueoftho  clearest, 
most  brilliant,  genial,  and  instrnclive  stories  that, 
we  liave  read  since  the  publication  of  •  June 
^yrn.'"— Eclectic  Reviev), 

"  The  pleasantest  tale  we  have  read  for  many  a 
day.  It  is  a  story  of  the  Tatler  and  Spectator 
days,  aud  is  very  fitly  associated  with  that  time 
o'  good  Eiiglish  literature  by  its  manly  fceliug, 
direct,  unatrocted  manner  of  writinur,  aud  nicely- 
managed,  well-turned  narrative.  Tliie  descriptions 
are  excellent;  some  of  the  country  paintiny  is  us 
fresh  as  a  landscape  by  Alfred  Constable,  or  au 
idyl  by  Tennyson.'*- ijxamjnei'. 

The  TenliiT^  Wildfell 
Hall. 

By  Acton  Bdl. 

— .o* 

Preparing  for  Publication. 

Kathie  Brande: 

Tlic  Fireside  History  of  a  Quiet  Lite. 

By  Holme  Ijec, 

Author  of  "  Sylvan  Holt's  Daughter." 

»o« 

Below  the  Surface. 

By  ;Sir  A.  H.  Elton,  Bart.,  M.P, 
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^  JumtiliJ  and  (ffdu({al«riial. 

HEW  BOOKS  FOB  TOUIYG  AEADEBS.  ' 

The  Parents'  Cabinet    j, 

Of  Amusement  and  Instruction  for  Young  Persons. 
Now  Edition,  carefully  revised,  in   Twelve  Shilling  Volumes,  each 
complete  in  itself,  and  containing  a  full  page  Illustration  in  Oil 
Colours,  with  Wood  Engravings,  in  ornamented  boards. 

CONTENTS. 
AMUSTNO  STOBJES,  all  tondine  to  the  development  of  good  qualities,  and  the  avr  idanoe  of  ftiult«. 
B10GRiAPHI0A.L  ACCOUNTS  OP  REMAUKABLE  CHARACTERS,  Intoreitingt,,  Young  Peoplo. 
SIMPLE  NARRATIVES  OF  HISTORICAL  EVENTS,  suited  to  the  cftDOCity  of  c  lildrcn. 
ELUCIDATIONS  OP  NATURAL  HISTORY,  adapted  to  cneouraKo  habits  of  obs.irvation. 
VAMILIAB  EXPLANATIONS  OF  NOTABIiE  SCIENTIFIC  DISCOVERIES  ANU    MECHANICAL 

INVENTIONS. 
LIVELY     ACCOUNTS    OP    THE     6E0GBAPHY.    INHABITANTS,    AND     PEODUCTIONS    O? 
DIFFEBBNT  COUNTRIES. 

Miss  EpaswosTH's  Opinion  of  thr  P.VHuifTS'  Cabinet  ;— 
"I  almost  fMl  aft-aid  of  praising  it  as  muoh  ns  I  think  it  deserves.  ,  .  .  There  is  so  much 
variety  in  the  book  that  It  cannot  tire.  It  alternately  exeites  and  relieves  attention,  and  docs  not  l«ad 
tothe  mdhabitor  fritteriugaway  the  mludbyrefiuiring  iiuoxcrtiou  n-omthereader.  .  .  .  AVhoevor 
vour  soientiflo  osaooiate  is,  ne  under&tands  his  businesu  and  children's  capabilities  right  well.  .  ,  . 
without  lecturing,  or  proslnj?,  you  keep  the  right  and  the  wrong  clearly  marked,  and  hence  all 
the  sympathy  of  tlie  young  people  is  nhvHys  enlisted  on  the  right  side." 

*^*  The  work  is  now  complete  in  4  vols,  extra  cloth,  gilt  edges,  at 
35.  6<Z.  each ;  or  in  6  vols,  extra  cloth,  gilt  edges,  2s.  6f?.  each. 


By  the  Author  of  "  Sound  the  Fire,"  &c. 

Uniea : 

A  Story  for  a  Sunday  Afternoon. 
With  Four  Illustrations.     2.«.  6rf.  cloth. 

"This  tale,  like  its  author's  former  ones,  will 
And  favour  in  the  nursery."— ^WeHicitw. 

"  The  character  of  Unlca  is  charmingly  con- 
ceived, and  the  story  pleasantly  told."— /Sjpft- 
tator. 

II. 

Old  Gingerbread  and  the 
Schoolboys. 

With  Four  Coloured  Plates.  2s.  6d.  el. 

"'Old  Gingerbread  and  the  School-boys'  Is 
delightful,  ana  the  drawing  a>id  colouring  of  the 
pictorial  part  done  with  spirit  and  correctness." 

"This  tale  is  very  good,  the  descriptions  being 
natural,  with  a  fc3ling  of  country  freshness."- 
Spectator. 

III. 

Willie's  Birthday : 

Showing  how  a  Little  Boy  did  what  he 

Liked,  and  how  he  Enjoyed  it. 

With  Four  Illustrations.     2s.  cloth. 


IV. 


Willie's  Rest: 

A  Sunday  Story. 

With  Four  Illustrations.    2s.  cloth. 

"  Eitremely  wkil  written  story  books,  amtising 
•ud  moral,  and  got  up  ia  a  very  Laudsomo  style.*^' 


Uncle  Jack,  the  Fault 
Killer. 

With  Four  Illustrations.  2s.  6d.  cloth. 

VI. 

Round  the  Fire: 

Six  Stories  for  Young  Readers. 

Square  16mo,  Avith  Four  Illustrations. 

Price  2s.  6rf.  cloth. 

"Simple    and    very    interesting."— AVr/ZoHo/ 
Rrvinr: 
"  True  oliUdrea's  aSiovlea."—Atheuccum, 


The  King  of  the  Golden 
River ; 

Or,  the  Black  Brothers. 

i?y  John  Euskin,  M.A. 

Third  Edition,  with  22  Illustrations  by 

Richard  Doyle.    Price  2*'.  &d. 

"  This  little  flincy  tale  is  by  a  master-hand.  The 
story  has  a  charming  moral."— i'xaMtwer. 

KM 

Investigation ; 

Or,  Travels  in  the  Boudoir. 

By  Miss  Halsted. 
Fcap  cloth.     Price  3«.  6rf. 

Rhymes  for  Little  Ones. 

With  16  IlIoBtratians.    Is.  6dL  doth. 
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juticttiU  and  (^^cniioml— continued. 

Stories  from  the  Parlour  Little  Derwcnt's  Breakfast. 


Printing  Press. 

By  the  Authors  of  the  "  Parcnfs 

Cabinet." 

Fcap  8vo.    Price  2s.  cloth. 

Eeligion  in  Common  Life. 

By  William  Ellis. 
Post  8vo.    Price  7s.  6rf.  cloth. 


Price  2s.  clotli. 


to  young  people  of  tUfi 
upon    Booiul    duties."— 


"  A.  hook  addressed 
upper  ten  thousand 
JSxaminer. 

"Lessons  in  Political  EoonoMj'  for  young  people 
Ay  a  skilful  \\!iuCi."—Eeonomu>t. 


Books  for  the  Blind. 

Printed  in  raised  Kornan  letters,  at 
the  Glasgow  Asylum. 


A  List  of  tlio  books,  with  their  prices,  may 
had  on  application. 


be 


Juvenile  Miscellany. 

Six  Engravings.    Price  2s.  6rf.  cloth. 

Elementary  Works  on 
Social  Economy. 

By  William  Ellis. 
Uniform  in  foolscap  8vo,  half-bound. 

I.-OTITLINES  OF  SOCIAL  ECONOMY.  U.M. 
IL-PKOGBESSlVfl     LESSONS     IN     SOCIAL 

SCIENCE. 
lII.-INTilODUCTION       TO      THE       SOCIAL 

SOIEtNC^S     9ii 
IV.-OUTLINES  OF  TUB  UNDERSTANDING. 
2*. 
V.-AVIIAT  AM  If     WHERE  AM  If    WHAT 

OUGHT  i  TO  DO  ?  &o.   1».  sewod. 
*,*  Those  works  are  rcoommeuded  by  the  Corn- 
mil  too  of  Council  on  Eduo^ttion. 


Homely  Ballads 

For  the  Working  Man's  Fireside. 

By  Mary  Sewell. 

Ninth  Thousand.    Post  Svo,  cloth,  Is. 

"  Very  Rood  verses  conveying  very  useful  les- 
sons."—£i<erary  Gazette. 

"  Simple  poems,  well  suited  to  the  taste  of  the 
classes  for  whom  they  are  written."— W/o?>c, 

"  There  is  areal  homely  flavour  about  them, and 
they  contain  sound  and  wholesome  lessons.."— 
t'ricic. 

Wit  and  Humour. 

By  Leigh  Hunt. 
Price  5s.  cloth. 

Jar  of  Honey  from  Hybla. 

By  Leigh  Hunt. 
Price  5s.  cloth. 

Sketches  from  Dover 
Castle,  and  other  Poems. 

By  Lieut.-Col.  William  Bead. 
Crown  Svo.    Price  7s.  6d.  cloth. 

"Elegsnt  and  graoeful,  and  distinguished  by  a 
tone  ot  setitiment,  wliioh  renders  Oulonol  Read's 
volume  vary  pleasiuit  reading  for  a  leisure  hour." 

"It  18  noc  often  that  the  heroic  couplet  Is  in 
these  (lays  so  gracefullv  written.  Colonel  Read  is 
r.o  bn  congratiUatt^fi  O'l  his  success  in  bending  this 
Ulyssean  bow.  His  little  volume  contains  some 
very  fln  alyries."— Ltoder. 


lonica. 

Fcap  Svo.    Price  4s.  cloth. 

"The  themes,  mostly  classical,  arc  grappled 
with  boldness. and  toned  with  a  Uvelyimogiination. 
The  style  is  rich  and  llrm,  and  cannot  be  said  to 
be  an  imitation  of  any  known  author.  We  cor- 
dially recommend  it  to  our  readers  as  a  book  of 
real  poetry."— CWiic. 

The  Six  Legends  of  King 
Goldenstar. 

By  the  late  Anna  Bradstreet. 
Fcap  8vo.    Price  5s. 

"  The  aHthor  evinces  more  than  ordinary  power, 
a  vivid  irr,!iginaiion,  guided  by  a  mind  of  lofty 
aim."— G/o6e. 

"  The  poetry  is  tasteful,  and  abovethe  average." 
—National  Rtvieie. 

"  This  is  a  posthumous  poem  by  an  unknown 
authoress,  of  higher  scope  and  more  finish  than 
the  crowd  of  poems  which  come  before  us.  The 
fancy  throughout  the  poem  is  quick  andlight,  and 
muiiioal."—MhcncBum, 


National  Songs  and 
Legends   of  Roumania. 

Translated    by    E.    C.    Grenville 

Murray,  Esq. 
Witli  Music,  crown  8va    Price  2s.  6d. 


Poems  of  Past  Years. 

By  Sir  A.  H.  Elton,  Bart.,  M.P. 

Fcap  Svo.    Price  3s.  cloth. 
"  A  refined,  scholarly,  and  gentlemanly  mind  ia 
apparent  all  throubg  this  Tolume."— £«a<ler. 
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Magdalene:  a  Poem. 

Fcap  8vo.    Price  Is. 

"Barely  have  we  ^een  more  deeply  toiiolicil 
thnn  In  readlug  this  wonderful  littlu  book.  Its 
author  la  a  poet  such  as  we  have  not  read  I'or 
many  a  day.  There  is  nothing  moro  sweet,  more 
touohlng  In  the  English  Irvngunite  than  thli 
exquisite  poem."— IfornfrtflF  Herald. 


Poems. 

Bij  Ada  Tvevanion. 

Price  5s.  cloth. 

"There  really  la  a  value  in  such  poems  as  those 
of  Ada  Trevanlon.  They  give  an  imai<e  of  what 
many  women  are  on  their  oest  side.  Perhaps  no- 
where can  we  point  to  a  more  satisfactory  fruit 
(if  Christian  civilization  than  In  a  volume  lllie 
l\il»."— Saturday  Jteview, 

Poems. 

J??/  Henri/  Cecil. 
Price  5s.  cloth. 

"He  shows  power  in  his  sonnets,  while  in  his 
lluliter  and  loss  restrictive  measures  tho  lyric 
nioment is  dominant.  .  .  .  IfMr.deoil  does  not 
itiako  hisname  famous,  it  is  not  that  he  docs  not 
(.(.'Serve  to  do  so."— CVific. 

"There  13  an  unralstalteahlo  st-iip  of  i;enulne 
poetry  In  most  of  these  pages."— >     nomiet. 


England  in  Time  of  War. 

Bi/  Sydney  Dolell, 

Author  of  "  Balder,"'"  The  Roman,"  &c. 

Crown  8vo.    Price  5s.  cloth. 

"That  Mr.  Dohell  is  a  poet,  ' Bngland  \n  time  of 
Wiir'  bears  witness."— ^ifAe«<B«»». 

The  CrueTsister, 

And  other  Poems. 
Fcap  8vo.     Price  4s,  cloth. 

"  Thoi-e  are  traces  of  power,  and  the  ver.iiflca- 
ti<ii  displays  freedom  and  akiW."— Guardian. 

Balder. 

J5?/  Sydney  Dohell. 
Crown  8vo.    Price  7s.  6rf.  cloth. 

"  The  writer  has  fine  qualities ;  his  level  of 
tliounht  is  lofty,  and  his  passion  for  the  beau- 
tjfal  has  the  truth  of  instinct."— ^^AciiicMm. 


-*>•- 


Poems. 

By  Mary  Maynard. 

Fcap  8vo.     Price  4s.  cloth. 

"We  have  rarely  met  with  a  volume  of  poems 
('.!«nlayinK  so  large  an  amount  of  power,  blended 

••<\  »,>  rf  "cli  'tPllcacv  ft  fpfilin'-'  niK"  if'pf.e  Qf 
expreition."   Church  of  England  Quarterli/. 

Poems. 

By  William  Bell  Scott. 
Fcap  8vo.     Price  5.«.  cloth. 

"  Mr.  Scott  has  poetical  I'eelini?,  k<icn  obsevvii-  , 
•'on.  deep  t.ho'mtit,  .vnd  cr.niraa>id  of  languaa;e."—  i 
Siitctahr. 


Stilicho:   a  Tragedy. 

By  George  Mallam. 
Fcap  8vo. 
,  — *<» — 

Poems. 

By  Mrs.  Frank  P.  Fellows. 

Fcap  8vo.     Price  3s.  cloth. 
"There  is  easy  simplicity  in  the  diction,  miil 
elegaut  naturalness  In  the  tYvo\\g\\t."—s%)ectator. 


-*>•- 


Poetry  from  Life. 

By  C.  M.  K. 
Fcap  8vo,  cloth  gilt.    Price  5s. 

"  Kl(.'i(ant  verses.    The  author  has  a  plcasin.!; 
fancy  and  a  rellned  m\i\A."—Ei:onoiiii»t, 


Poems. 

By  Walter  R.  Cassels. 
Fcap  8vo.     Price  3s.  6r/.  cloth. 

"  Mr.  Cassels  has  deep  poetical  feolini;,  and  w'lves 
promise  of  real  (excellence.  His  poems  are  written 
sometimes  with  a  streni^th  of  expression  by  no 
moans  common."— CJ«ar(?ian. 


Garlands  of  Verse. 

By  Thomas  Leigh. 
Price  5s.  cloth. 

"  One  of  the  best  things  in  the  '  Garlands  of 
Verse'  is  u,n  Ode  to  Toil.  There,  as  elsewhere, 
there  is  excellent  feeling."— Bxamiwej-. 

Poems. 

By  Currer,  Ellis^  and  Acton  Bell. 
Price  4s.  cloth. 


Select  Odes  of  Horace. 

In  English  Lyrics. 

By  J.  T.  Black. 
Fcap  8vo.    Price  4s.  cloth. 

"Rendered  into  English  Lyrics  with  a  vigour 
andheartlneas  rarely,  if  ever,  surpassed."— CriA'c. 


-w>«- 


Rhymes  and  Recollections 

Of  a  Hand-Loom  Weaver. 

By  Willia7n  Thorn. 

With  a  Memoir.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  Ss, 


-.<>•- 


King  Rene's  Daughter, 

Fcap  8vo.    Price  2s.  Gd.  cloth. 

Maid  of  Orleans, 

And  other  Poems. 

Translated  from  Schiller. 

I<\'ap  8vo.     Price  2s.  6d. 


1  ( I  don  :  Printed  Itv  Smith,  Eldeb  iind  Co..  Little  Green  Arbour  Court.  E.C. 
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